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This Dramatic Piece is the first performance which 
appeared in England under the name of a Comedy*. 
As a former Editor of it (Mr. Hawkins) observes, 
" There is a vein of familiar humour in this play, and 
" a kind of grotesque imagery not unhke some parts 
" of Aristophanes, but without those graces of language 
" and metre for which the Greek Comedian was emi- 
" nently distinguished." The present edition is from 
a copy printed in the year 1676 1. 

* There are reasons sofficiently conclusive to induce a belief, that 
John Still was the author of " (jammer Gurton's Needle." 

He was the son of William Still of Grantham in Lincolnshire, 
was rector of Hadleigh in Suffolk, and was commissioned one of the 
Deans of Becking in 1572 ; was installed canon of the 7th stall in 
the church of Westminster, and archdeacon of Sudbury, Mar. 29, 
1576. He was first master of St. John's, then of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. While master of the latter he was promoted to &e 
see of Bath and Wells, and was consecrated in Feb. 1592. He 
died Feb, 26, and was buried in the Cathedral Church of his diocese, 
1607, leaving by testament hOOl. to the alms-house in Wells. 

He was twice married, and left behind him several children^ 

O.G. 

t Although Gammer Gurton's Needle may be the first perfonn- 
ance which appeared in England under the navM of a comedy, yt^t 
it is in all probability not the first comedy, properly so called, in our 
language. Not long since a copy, unfortunatelY without a title- 
page, of the play of " Rauf Roister Doister "was aiscovered, and it 
is now in the libraiy of Eton College. In 1566 Thomas Hacket had 
a licence for *' a play entitled Rauf Ruyster Puster," but as this 
was the only notice of its existence, it has been supposed that it 
was never printed. We have now, however, the play itself, and we 
are able to furnish the name of its author— Nicholas Udall. Th»y 
are both matters of considerable curiosity, as Udall's performance 
is not only older than Gammer Gurton s Needle, but it is not a 
comedy of low country life, but the adventures of a rake frequently 
gulled and laughed at by Ids friend Matthew Merry Greek. 

The evidence to prove that it was written by Nicholas Udall is 
very conclusive, and it serves also to show the age of his work. 
The play contains, in A. III. S. 3. a long letter from Ralph Roister 
Doister to his mistress, which is quoted by T. Wilson in his Art of 
Logic, printed by Grafton in 1551, as " an example of doubtful 
writine, taken from an enterlude made by Nicolas VdalL" Udall 
died about the year 1557, and Bishop StiU, the author of Gammer 
Gorton's Needle, was then only fourteen years old» having been 
bom in 1543. Hence we may decide, almost with certainty, that 
" Rauf Hoister Doister" is older than Gammer Gurton's Needle. 
The former is a regular comedy divided into acts and scene*, and 
interspersed with songs. C. 



THE 

NAMES OF THE SPEAKERS OF THIS COMEDO 



DiccoN S the Bedlam^, 

Hodge, Gammer Gurton^s Servanie. 

Tyb, Gammer Gur ton's Mayde, 

Gammer Gurton. 

Cock,. Gammer Gurton* s Boye. 

Dame Chatte. 

Doctor Rat, the Curate, 

Mayster Bail ye. 

Doll, Dame Chat's Mayde. 

ScAPETHRYFT, Mayster Bailye's servante, 

MUTES. 

1 Diccorif the Bedlam."] Diccon is the ancient abbreviation of 
Bichard. See Mr. Steevens's Note on Eichard III. A. 5. S. 3. 

3 the Bedlam,'] After the dissolution of the religious houses . 
tirhere the poor of every denomination were provided for, there was 
for many years no settled or fixed provision made to supply the 
want of that care which those bodies appear always to have taken ^ 
of ^eir distressed brethren. In consequence of this neglect, the 
idle and dissolute were suffered to wander about the country, 
assuming such characters as they imagined were most likely to 
insure success to their frauds, and security from detection. Among 
other disguises many affected madness, and were distinguished by 
the name of Bedlam Beggars, These are mentioned by Edgar, in 
King Lear: "* 

** The country gives me proof and precedent, 
" Of Bedlam beggars who, with roaring voices. 
Stick in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary. 
And with this horrible object from low farms. 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills, 
"Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayer, 
" Inforce their charity." 
In Dekker's Bellman of London, 1616, all the different species of 
beggaxs are enumerated. Amongst the rest are mentioned Tom of 
Bedlam^s band of mad caps, otherwise called Poor Tom's flock of. 
vtild geese (whom here thou seest by his black and blue naked 
arms to be a man beaten to the world), and those virild geese. 
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or hair brains, are called Abraham men* An Abraham man is 
afterwards described in this manner : " Of all the mad rascals 
" (tibat are of this wing) the Abraham-mau is the most fantastick. 
" The fellow Tquoth this old Ladj of the Lake unto me) that sate 
" half naked (at table to-day) from the girdle upward, is the best 
" Abraham-num that ever came to my house, and the notaUest 
" villain : he swears he hath been in Bedlam, and will talk fraa- 
" tickly of purpose : you see pins stuck in sundry places of his 
" naked flesh, especiaUy in his anns, which pain he gladly puts 
himself to (being indeed no torment at all^ his skin is eiuier so 
dead with some foul disease, or so hardened with weather, only 
" to make you belieTe he is out of his wits) : he calls himself by 
" the name of Poor Tom, and coming near any body cries •out, 
" Poor Tom is a cold. Of these Abr(Aam-men, some be exceeding 
«« merry, and do nothing but sing songs, fashioned out of their own 
" brains, some will dance ; others will do nothine but either laugh 
" or weep ; others are dogged, and are sullen both in look and 
speech,, that, spying but a small company in a house, they boldly 
and bluntly enter, compelling the servants through fear to give 
them what they demandj which is commonly Bacon, or something 
" that will yield ready money." 

Of this respectable fraternity Diccon seems to have been a 
member* 

Massinger mentions them in A new way to pay old D^htt, A. 2 
& 1. — '* Ate they padders, or Abraham-men, that are your consorts V 
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PROLOGtTE. 
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Aj5 Gatiamer (f&rton, witt maaye ^ wydte diyche, 
Sat pesypg2& and patching oi Hodg. her loan'a Sn^e 
By chance^ o# inisfoTtii]ie>> as shee her gear6 tost. 
In Hodge lether bryches her needle shee Idst. 
When DiccTon the bedlam had hard by report, 
'thui gooid Ganwier Gurton was robde in thys sortey 
He quyetiy perswafded- with her in that stound, 
DiiSfit Chat her deare godsyp^ this needle had fo^^. 
Yet knew shee no more of this matter (ahii)' 
Then jkneeth Tom our clarke whal &e priest sak^ at 

masse. 
Herecf &ere ensned so fearfiill a fhiye, 
Mas Doctor was sent for, these goss3^s to staye ; 
Because he was curate, and estemed full wyse. 
Who found that he sought not, by Diccon's device. 
When all thinges were tombled and cleane out of fassion. 
Whether it were by fortune, or some other constellacion, 
Sodenlye the neele Hodge found by the prickynge. 
And drew out of his bottocke, where he found it 

stickynge. 
Theyr hartes then at rest with perfect securytie, 
WiUi a pot of good nale tlfey stroake up theyr plauditie. 



GAiiOIER GITRTON'S NEEDliE. 



THE FYRST ACTE. 
The Fyrst Sceake. 

Diccon, Maky a myle have. I walked, divers and 

sundry waiesy 
And many a good man's house have I bin at ioi.my dais. 
Many a gossip's cup in my tyme have I tasted, 
And many a broche and spyt have I both turned and 

basted, 
Many a peece of bacon have I had out of thir balkes ^, 
In ronnyng over the c6unttey, with tong dhd i^ere 

walkes. . . 

Tet came my foote never within those d'oore cheekes. 
To seek flesh or fysh, gar]yk^y onyoiis or kekes, 
That ever I saw a sorte in such a plvght^ 
As here within this houis^ ap^^r^th to ihy; syght, 

< — Mit of tMr biMs,l The suiidimet beam oif dovdlaii^ Pdles 
laid' over a s^Ie, o^ o&er hmlMi/ I^^b CMeH^ '^ U^LWi 
W&rdi, p: i«r. 

^ That eoer I iaw a tcrte in tueft a pti^htt\ A sa\rt ik a* com- 
pany. So, in Johnson's Every MtM M^Mt' Sfuifiouf^, -^V,?*/ ^•' ^* 
" I mieek it notglonocudy, ilor oik cf affectation, but tHwi^s he 
" and the comit Irvt^i^, ngnioir Qlbltre, signiot Lubulento; iecnd a 
'< i0)tdfihem/'&c.' 

Also, in Pierce PennHfiMU*$ Sujjplication to the t>evU,;lSlH,'p: 6, 
** I know a great wrt of good fellowi that would Venture,** wi. 

Agafe, In the Focaryon cf Johan. B<^e, 1533 : "-—in pareU of 
*< pmlee^ robbers, aiid murthiroH l^d a great ^xibi^. 
Andi in'l^dtob's Works, edit. 1730, p. 1^. 
** Another aiie df AtOt^if 
'< Spme brod^htwalh^*' . 

^ Se6 ahoW.'Mmmi m& Mt, d«6eV(lnd'8 Not^s on'Shakiiii^are, 
iMl16LPL€9. - 



8 GAMMEa GVRTON's NETEDLE. [aCT I. 

There is howlynge and scbowlyng, all cast in a dumpe^ 
With whewling and pewling, as though they had lost 

a trump. 
Syghing and sobbing, they weepe and they wayle. 
I marvel in my mynd, what the devil they ayle. 
The olde trot syts groning, with alas, and alas^, 
And Tib wringes her hands, and takes on in worse case. 
With poore Cocke theyr boye, they be dryven in such 

fyts 
I feare mee the folkes be not well in theyr wyts. 
Aske them what they ayle, or who brought them in 

this staye ? 
They aunswer not at all, but alacke and welaway. 
When I saw it booted not, out at doores I hyed mee, 
And caught a slyp of bacon, when I saw none spyed 

mee, 
Which I intend not far hence, unles my purpose fayle. 
Shall serve for a shoing home to draw on two pots of 

ale^ 

■ ."■'* ' . .... 

^ The olde trot tyts groning, with alas, and alat,'] . An old trot, or 
trot, Dr. Gray says, signifies a decrepid old woman, or an old drab. 
In which sense it is used in Gawin Douglas' Virgil's iEnead, B. 4. 
p. 96, 97. 

Out on the old trot agit wyfie or dame. 
And p. 122. 39. 

Thus said Dido, and the tother with that, 
' Hyit or furth with slow pase like one trot. 
And Shakspeare : " Why give her gold enough, and many him 
'*' to a puppet, an aglet baby, or an old trot with ne'er a tooth m. her 
'' head." Taming of the Shrew, A. 1. S. 5. Critical Notes oil 
Shakspeare, vol. I. p. 118. 
It is also used by Churchyard : 
Away young Frie that gives leawd connsell no^e, 
Awaie old trotts, that sets young flesh to sale, ^c. 

Challenge, 1593, p. 350. 
And by Gascoigne : 

Go ! that gunpowder consume the old trot* 

Supposes, A. 3. S. 5. 
Again, in Xashe's Lenten Stuff, 1599 : '* — a cage or pigeon house, 
" roomsome enough .to comprehend hsr, and tb^ toothless trot her 
" nurse, who was her only diat mate and chamber msdd," &c. 

See also Mr. Steevens's Notes on Shakspeare, vol. II« p* 93. 

^ Shall teroefor a shoing home to draw on two pots ofale*"] So, in 

Pierce PemiiUisi^s Supp&ation, pi. 23, ** — wee have generall ioIm 
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THE FYRST ACTE. 

The Second Sceane. 

hodge. diccon. 

Hodge. See so oham arayed with dablynge in the durt I 
She that set me to ditchinge, ich wold she had the 

squirt. 
Was never poore soule that such a life had ? 
Gog's bones, thys vilthy glaye hase drest mee too bad. 
God's soule, see how this stufFe teares ! 
Iche were better to bee a bearward, and set to keepe 

beares. 
By the masse, here is a gashe, a shameful! hole indeade, 
And one stytch teare furder, a man may thruste in his 

heade. 
Dkcon. By my father's soule, Hodge, if I shulde 

now be swome, 
I cannot chuse but say thy breech*is foule betorne. 
But the next remedye in such a case and hap. 
Is to plaunche* on a piece as brode as thy cap. 
Hodge. Grog's soule man, 'tis not yet two dayes fully 

ended, 
Synce my dame Gurton (cham sure) these breches 

amended. 



** and injonctionfl as good as printed precepts, or statutes set downe 
" by acte of parliapient, that goe from drunkard to drunkard as 
" still to keepe your first man, not to leave anie flockes in the bottom 
" of the cup, to knock the glasse on your thumbe when you have 
" done, to have some shooring home to pull on your wue, as a 
" rasher of the coles, or a redde herring.'' 

Again in Nash's Lenten Stuff, 1599, " which being double 

" roasted, and dried as it is, not only sucks up all the rheumatick 
" inundations, but is a shoeing ham for a pint of wiae overplus." 

* PUnunche on a piece as brode as thy cap.] A plaunch is a plank 
of wood. , To plannch therefore is a verb formed from it. ' See 
Measure/or Measure, vol. )t. edit 1778, p. 106. S. 

The above note but ill explains its meaning; the word will be 
better illustrated by the following description of the fortification of 
Ypres by Holinshed. 

" It was fensed with a miehty rampire, and a thicke hedge, 
inssklie pfatfied, and'woond wim thomes, &c." 

Chron. 2. 759. Ed, 1807. O. G. 
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But cham made such ^ a drudge to trudge at every 
neede, 

Chwold rend it, though it were stitched wath sturdy 
packthreede. 
Diccon. Hodge «, let thy brtfefches go, and speake 
and tell mee* soone. 
What devil ayleth gammer GurtOn, and Tib hfer toa^d 
to frowne. 
Hodge. Tush, man, th'art deceyved, ^tys theyr ^U 
looke: 

*^They coure so over the ooles, theyr eyes bebleaT'd 
with smooke. 
Diccon. Nay, by the masse, I perfectly perceved as 
I came hether. 
That eyther Tib and her dame hath ben by the eareis 

together. 
Or els as great a matter, as thou shalt shortly see. 
Hodge, Now iche beseeche our Lord they never 

better agree. 
Diccon. By Gog's soule, there ihey syt as sfill tts 
stones in the streite. 
As though they had ben taken with fairies, or els with 
some il spreet. 
Hodge, Gog's hart, I durst have layd my cap ta a: 
crowne, 
Ch 'would learn of some prancome as soon as ich came 
to town. 
Diccon. Why, Hodge, art thou inspyred ? or dedst 

thou thereof here ? 
Hodge^ Nay, but ich saw such a wonder, as ich saw 
nat this seven yere. 

' woe. 

8 Hog«. 

» 7%ey oKire] Tlii« is the readittg 6f the first' edition, Tvhich in 
all the Bubsequent ones is visiy impropdirly altered tb caoer. 'to 
cowre, is to beoid, stoop, liahg or lean' ovier. See Beaumont and 
rietdiert Moimear THomas, A. 4. S. 6. and Pierce Penmk^i 
S«qm*iMtiim to the Devil, 1592, p. 8; 
Again, 
♦'' He mocM ifejbyst; and cour*d it terideriy, 
'* As chicken ne^y hateh^, froni difeaded destiny." 

Sp^tsitar's Fairy Queen, B. 2. c. 8. S. 9. 
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Tome TaiHika^d'» cow (be gog'sboaeis) she set m^'^up 

her sail, 
AiidfijBgthg abcmthis halse akei*, f^skmg with her 

taile. 
As though there had been in her ars a swanne of 

bees ; 
And chad not cryed tphrowh hoore, shea'd lept out of 
his lees* 
Diccon. Why, Hodg, lies the connyng m Tom 

Tankard's cowe's tail ? 
Hodge. Well, ich chave hard some say such tokens 
do not fayle. 
Bttt ca^st thou not tell, in faith, Diccon, why she frowns, 

or whereat? 
10 Hath no man stolen her ducks, or henes, or gelded- 
Gybhercat? 
Diccon. What devyll can I tell, man, I cold not 
have one word. 
They gave no more hede to my talke then thoo woldst 
j to a lord. 

Hodge. Iche cannot styll but muse, wh«t meiVaylous 
^inge it is : 
Chyll in and know my selfe what matters are amys. 

i So ill Shi*flpeare*s King Iknty VL Part f . vol. 6. p. S69, 

edit. 1778. 

«* Tbe splitting rodui cotn^ct in the sinking sand." S. 

Again, 
" As thus he spake, each bird and beast behold 
" Approaching two and i^o; these eow'ring low 
" With bhindishment, each biid stoop'd on his wing/ 

Paradise Lost, B. 8. 1. 349. 
* His habe aker.J I beUeve we should read halse anchOfr, or 
anker, as it was antiently spelt ; ^ naval phrase. The hais^ pt 
kaiser was a paxtitular kmd of cable, ^hi^peaie* in his Antony 
and Cleopatra, has an image similar to this. 

" The l^e^ upon her, .like a eow in June, 
*' Hoists saU and flies:* S. 
» Hath no iium sk^ her dtfbk»,or he»e»i 9r g^edii^ ker cat/] 
Gyb wa3 the name by which all male or ram cats were distiin> 
g«ished.< See Mr. W»ton*s Note on the first: part of Henry IV, 

A. i.a^ii. 
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Diccon. Then fare well, Hodge, a while, synce thou 
doest inward hast. 
For I will into the good wyfe Chat's, to feele how the 
ale does tast. 



THE FYRST ACTE. 

The Thyrd Sceane. 

hodge. tyb. 

Hodge. Cham agast, by the masse, ich wot not what 
to do. 
Chad nedeblesse me well before ich go them to, 
Perchaunce some fellon. sprit may haunt. our house 

indeed. 
And then chwere but a noddy to venter where cha no 
• ' neede. 
Tyb,* Cham worse then mad, by the masse, to be at 
thisrstaye, 
Cham chyd, cnam blamd, and beaton all th'ours on 

the daye. 
Lamed and hunger storved, prycked up all in jagges, 
Havyng no patch to hyde my backe, save a few rotten 
ragges. 
Hodge, " Isay, Tyb, if thou be Tyb, as I troV sure 
thou bee, 
What deyyll make-a-doe is this betweene our dame 
and thee ? 

" I say,' Tyb, if thou be Tyb, at I ttow sure ihou bee,"] Trow is an 
old word, wlucli eignifies believe. As in A. 5. S. 2. 

This prose J trow may senre> though no word spoke. 
Again, 

A false knave bi Gods pitie ye were but a foole to trow him. 
Again, 

I trow he'll come no more at my house. Wily beguUed, 1606. 
Again, 

'* And that is best J trowe in warre, to let it go, and not to 
stoppeit.'' Ascham's Toxophilut. 
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JV). Gog's breade, Hodge, thou had a good turn 
thou wart not here this while. 
It had ben better for some of us to have ben hence a 

myle. 
My Gammer is so out of course, andfrantykeall atones, 
That Cocke, our boy, and I poore wench, have felt it 
on our bones. 
Hodge. What is the matter, say on, Tib, whereat 

she taketh so on ? 
Tib. She is undone; she sayth, (alas) her joye and 
life is gone. 
If shee here not of some comfort, shee- sayth'^ she is 

but dead. 

Shall never come within her lyps, one inch ofmeatC'ne 
I , bread. 

Hodge, By'r ladie, cham not very glad to see her in 
' this dumpe ; 

Cholde a noble her stole hath fallen^ and shee hath 
broke her rumpe. 
tih. Nay, and that were the worst, we wold not 
greatly care, 
For bursting* of her buckle bone^ or breakyug of her 

chaire. 
But greater^ greater, is her grief, as Hodge we shall 
all feele. 
Hodge, Gog's woundes, Tyb, my gammer has never 

lost her neele ? 
Tib. Her neele* 
Hodge. Her neele ? 

" She is sayth but dead. 

* For bunting,'] t. e. breBiidng. See note on King Henry IV^ 
Part 2d. edit 1778. vol. 5, p. 537. S. 

From the following passage, in a letter from Mr. Sterne, dated 
August 11, 1767, it appears that the word is still used in the same 
sense among the common people in the north of England. " My 
" postilion has set me a-ground for a week, by one of my pistou 
" bursting in his hand, wMchhe taking for granted t6 be quite shot 
" off— he instantly fell upon his knees, and said, * Our Father 
" which art in heaven, haJlowed be thy name,' at which, like a 
" good christian, he stopped, not remembering any more of it — 
** the afiaii was not so bad as he at first thought, for it has only 
" bunten two of his fingers, he says.'' 
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Ttb, H/sr nifteljB ; bf him that made me, it is true, 

Hodge, I tell thee. 
Hodge. Gog's ea-^rameBt! I would she had bst 
th'arte out of her bellie. 
Th^ deyill, or leU his dame, they oughl; her sure a shame. 
How a murryon c^me this chauuce, (say, Tib) unto 
our dame ? 

Tib. My gammer sat her down on herpes*, and bad 
me reach thy breches, 
And by ^nd by a vei^geance in it or she had take two 

stitches, 
To clout ft clout upon thine ars, by chftuncQ asyde she 

lears, 
And Gyb our cat, in the milke-pan, she spied ov^^ head 

and eares. 
Ah hore, out these, she cryd aloud, and swapt the 

breches downe, 
Up /went her staffe, and out leapt Gyb at doors into 

the towne. 
And synce that time was never wygbt cold set their 

eies upon it. 
'^ Gog's malison, chave Cocke and I, byd twenty limes 

light on it. 
Hodge. And is not then my breches sewid up, to 

morow that I shuld were ? 
Tib. No, in faith, Hodge, thy breches lie, for all 

this never the nere. 
Hodge. Now a vengeance light on al the sort, that 

better shold have kept it ; 
The cat, the house, and Tib our maid, that better shold 

have swept it. 
Se where she cometh craw^ng I come on, in twenty 

devils way ; 
Ye have made a fayre d^ie's worke, have you not ? 

pray you say. 

* on her per] I kstaw not what wovd pa can sigi^y, tmltfsff 
it be tieriyed from the old French pause or pmuemt, a porch, or Mat. 
It ma^ however mean the pet of cloth, wi<h whidi, as the prologfae 
Aays, &e was 

** pesynge and patching of Hodge her man's btidie.** 8. 

>' Gog's fnaHsoni] i% e. God's curse. Glossary to )Petes Langtoft. 
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TifE FYRST ACTE. 
The Fourth Sgeake. 

Gammer. Alas, alas, I may well curse and ten 
This dale, thatever I snw it, with Gyb and the nulke pan. 
For these, and 11 lucke togather, as knoweth Cocke 

my boie. 
Have stacke ^^ away my deare neele, and robM me of 

my joye. 
My fayre long straygbt neele, that wafi myne onely 

treasure. 
The fyrst day of my sorow is, and last end of my pleasure. 
Hodge, Might ha kept it when ye had it; but fooles 

will be fooles styll : 
Lose that is vast in your handes ? ye neede not, but 

ye will. 
Gammer, Go hie thee, Tib, and run thou hoore to 

ih' end here of the towne. 
Didst cary out dust in thy lap ? seeke wher thou porest 

it downe >^ ; 
And as thou sawest me roking in the ashes where 

I momed, 
So see tn all the heape of dust thou leave no straw 

unturned. 
'^ Tib. That chal, Gammer, swythe and tyte, and 

sone be here agayne* 
Gammer. Tib, stoope and loke downe to die ground 

to it, and take some paine. 

>^ Hpve stacke, ^.] Bftr. Dodfl^* in lihe ftmm p^ikm, uai^ 
tache. 
" dowde. 

^ That chai. GiimmrTf swythe and ^te, and sone be here OMyn€*Ji 
Swythe andtyte, swiftly and directly. , " 

ICyng Estmere threwe the harpe asyde 

And s^h he drew his brand ; 
And Estmere k^ and Alder yonge. 
Right stiife in stoiir can iltand. 

Percy's ReHtpteB efAndeiU Foetry, toL I. d. 75. 
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Hodge, Here is a prety matter, to see this gere how 

it goes : 
By gog's soul, I thenk you wold loes your arse, and it 

were loose. 
Your neele lost ? it is pitie you shold lack care and 

endlesse sorow. 
Gog's deth, how shall my breches be sewid ? shall I 

go tlius to morow f 
Gammer. Ah, Hodge, Hodge, if that ich cold find 

my neele, by the reed, 
Ch'ould sow thy breches ich promise the, with full 

good double threed, 
And set a patch on either knee, shuld last this monethes 

twaine. 
Now God and good saint Sithe *, I praye to send it 

home ^"^ againe. 
Hodge. Wherto served your hands and eies, but' this 

your neele to kepe ? ' 
What devill had you els to do ? ye keep, ich wot, no 

sheepe. 
Cham faine abrode to dyg and delve, in water, myre, 

and claye, 
Sossing and possing in the durte styll from day to daye. 
A hundred thinges that be abrode, cham set to see 

them weele : . 

And foure of you syt idle at home, and cannot keepe 

a neele. 
Gammer. My neele, alas, ich lost it, Hodge, what time 

ich me up hasted, ' 

To save milke set up for the, which Gib our cat hath 

wasted. 
Hodge. The devill he burst both Gib and Tib, with 

all the rest ; 
Cham alwayes sure of the worst end, whoever have the 

best. 

Hence twythe to Doctor Rat bye tlie tkat thou were eone.. 

A* 3* o* 9* 

Thou slialt fynd lyeng an inche of whyte tallow candeli 

Lyglit it, and biynge it tUe away. A. 1. S. 4. 
* Smnt Siitfce.]' PerhapBacorrup^on ofSaintSwithen. 8. 
'7 home] Mr. Dodsley reads, back again. 
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Where ha you ben fid^ng abrode, smce you your 
neele lost ? 
Gammer. Withvi tfes house, and ttt the dore, sitting 
by this same post ; 
Wher I was toking a long howre, before these folks 

came here ; 
But, welaway! allwasin TaYiie,m7iiedei»nev«F«henere. 
Hodgt. Set me a cacidre, let lae seeke, asd grope 
where ever it bee. 
Oog*s heart, ye be iblish (ich tilmke) you knowe it iMt 
when you it see. 
Gammer. Come hether, Cocke, what Cocke, I say. 
Cocke. Howe, Gummer? 

€fammer. Gtoe, hye thee soone, and grope bchynd the 
old brasse pan, 
Whych thing when thou hast done, 
Ther shalt thou fynd an old skooe, where!*, tf thou 

looke well, 
Hon shalt fynd lyeng an inche o# whyte tallow caadell ; 
Lyght it, and brynge it tite awaye. 
Cotke. That shal be done anone. 
Gammer. Nay, tary, Hodge, tUI thou hast light, and 

then weele seke ech one. 
Hodge, Cum away, ye horson boy, are ye asleepe ? 

ye must have a crier. 
Cocke. Ich cannot get the candel light, here is 

almost no fier. 
Hoc^. Chil hoW the a peny, chil make thee come 
if that ich may catch thine eares. 
Art defe, thou hprson boy ? Cocke, I say, why canst 
not hearts ? 
Gammer. Beate hym not, Hodge, but helpe the boy, 
* and come yon two together. 



rot. 11. '^ 
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THE FIRST ACTE. 

The Fipth Sceane. 

GAMMER. TYB. COCKE. HODGE. . 

Gammer. How now, Tyb ! quicke, lets here what 

newes thou hast brought hether ? 
Tib. Chave tost and tumbled yender heap over and 
over againe, 
And winowed it through my fingers, as men wold 

winow grain ; 
Not so much as a hen's turd, but in pieces I tare it. 
Or what so ever clod or clay I found, I did not spare it, 
Lokyng within and eke without, to find your neele (alas) 
But all in vaine, and without help, your neele is where 
it was. 
Cafrmer* ^^Alas, my neele we shall never meete! 

adue, adue for aye. 
Tibn Not so. Gammer, we myght it fynde, if we 

knew where it laye. 
Cocke, Gog's crosse. Gammer, if ye will laugh, 
looke in but at the doore, 
And see how Hodge lieth tomblynge and tossing amids 

the floure, 
Rakyng there, some fyre to find amonge the ashes dead. 
Where there is not one sparke so byg as a pyn's head : 
At last in a darke corner two sparkes he thought he sees,, 
Which where ^ndede nought els, but Gyb our cat's 
two eyes, 

^* Alas, my neele we shall never mete ! adue, adue for aje.] Adieu» 
adieu/or ever* Ai in the following instances : 

F<ft aye to be in shady cloister mew'd. 

MifUu'mmer Night's Dream, A« 1. 
And sit/or aye enthromxed in heaven. 

MarloVf Edward 11. 
Whereas the other makes us hvefor aye. 

Tragedy of CrcBSiui, 1604. 
— Let this pernicious hour. 
Stand aye accurMd in the Calendar. 
See Mr. Steevens's Shakspeare, voL III. p. 7, toI. IV, p. 565.' 
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Puffe^ quod Hodge, thinking' thereby to have fyre 

without doubt ; 
With that Gyb shut her two eyes, and so the fyre 

was out^ 
And by and by them opened^ even as they were before, 
With diat the sparkes appered even a& they had done 

of yore ; 
And even as Hodge blew the fire as he did thincke, 
Gyb, as she felt the blast, strayght way began to 

wyncke; 
Till Hodge fell of swering, as came best to his turne. 
The fier was sure bewicht, and therfore wold not bume : 
At last Gyb up the stayers, among the old postes and 

pinnes. 
And Hodge he hied him after, til broke were both his 

shmnes : 
Cursynge and sweering oths, were never of his makyng, 
That Gyb wold fyre the house, if that shee were not 

taken. 
Gammer. See here is all the thought that the foolish 

urchyn taketh! 
And Tyb methinke at his elbowe, almost as mery 

maketh. . 
This is all the wyt ye have when others make their 

mone. 
Come downe Hodge, where art thou ? and let the cat 

alone. 
Hodge. Gogs harte, help and come up, Gyb in her 

tayle hath fyre, 
And is like to bume all if she get a lytle hier : 
*^Cum downe (quoth you ?) nay, then you might count 

me a patch. 
The house cometh down on your heads if it take ona 

the thatch. 

'* Cum downe (gtuihyou 9) nay, then you might count me a patch J 
" This tenn, says Mr. Malone, came into use from the name of a 
" celebrated fooL Thia 1 learn from Wilson's Art cf Khetorique, 
" 1553 : « A word making, called of the Grecians OnomatopieaK 
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Gtfinmer, It is the cat's ^yes^ foole, that shinetik in 

the darke. 
Hod^Ci Hath the cat, d6 yoa thiiike, io eveiy eye a 

sparke ? 
QdihiMr. No, but they diyiie as lyke iyre as ever 

t£iaix siee* 
Hodge, By the masse^ and she burne all, yoush 

be^re the blame for inee. 
Gdinmer, Cum dowtie and hd^f> to seeka here out* 
neele that it were found ; 
Do-^e, Tyb dn thy knees, I say, ddwhe Cocke to 

the ground, 
**To God I make a vowe, and sd to good saint Anne, 
A candell shall they have a peece, get it where I can. 
If I toay my neele node in one pliice or id other. 
Hodge. Now a vengeaunce on Gib lyght, on Gyb. 
and Gyb's mother, 

** is when we mdke words of our own mind, such aft be derived 
** from the nature of things/ — As to call one paieke, or cowlson, 
" whom we see to do a thing, foolishly ; because these two in 
" their time were notable fools. 

" i*robably t^e dress which the celebrated jpatek worie was in 
*' allusion to his name, patched or parti-coloured. Hence the 
** stitge-fool has ever si^ce been exhibited in a motley coat, lii 
" Rowley's When you tee me, you know me; or, Hist, of King 
" Henry VIII. 1632, Cardinal Wolsey's Fool Patch is introduced. 
" iPerhaps lie was the original patch of whom Wilson speaks." 

^ote on Merchant of Venice, A. 2. S. 5. 

ItL Chaloner's ^Translation of the I^raise. rf FoUy, by Erasmus, 
1549, is the following passage : " And l>y the fay$th ye, owe to the 
" immortal godds, may any thing to an indifferent considerer be 
** deemed nior6 happie andblisful than is this kinde of men whbnie 
** commonly ye call fooles, poltes, idtotes, aiul paches f" 

Again, '* I have subtraied these my seliej7ae^e«, who not onelye 
" themselves are ever mery, playing, singii^, and laughyng, but 
'* also whatever they doo, are provokers of others lykewyse to 
" pleasure, sporte, and laughter, as who sayeth ardeyn«d herefore 
« by the Godds of theyr benevolence to recreate the sadnesse of 
** 'mens Jyves.'' 

^ To God I make a voioe, and so to i(ood taint Anne, 

A candeU shall they have a peece, gel it where J canti ^ ^ 
qases of di0tres8» and whenever the assistance of a superior power 
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And all the generacion of cats both fwr and neye, 
Looke on the ground, horson, thinks ttipu the neele is 
here? 
Cocke. By my trouth, Q^mmar, me thought your 
neele here I ^aw, 
But when my fyngers toucht it, I felt it was a straw. 
TV}. See, Hodge, what's tys ; may it not be within it? 
Hodge. Breake it, foole, with thy hand, aad see and 

thou canst lynde it. 
Tib. Nay, breake it you, Hodge, ac<por4yBg to your 

word. 
Hodge. Gog's sydes, fie ! it styncks : it is a cat's 
tourd : 
It were well done .to make thee eate it, by the saasse. 
Gammer, This miitter anoendeth not, miy neele is 
still where it wasse. 
Our candle is at an ende^let.us all in ^uight> 
And come another tyme, when we have more lyght. 



THE SECOND ACTE. 

Firste a Songe. 

Back and syde go bar,e,,go be^re, 
booth foote andihande go colde : 

•But belley, God sende thee good ale ynoughe, 
whether it be newe oi: olde. 

\ra8 necessary ,.it was usual with the Roman Catholickfi to promise 
their tutelary saints ^to light up candles at their altars, to induce 
them to be propitious to such applications as were made to them. 
The reader will see a very ridiculous story of thi9 kind in the 'first 
volume of Lord Oxford's Colieqtion of Voyages, p. 7,71, quoted in 
]>r. Gray's Notes on Sbakipeare, vol. I. p. 7. Erasmus has a 
story to the same purpose in his Natfragium. 
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I CAN not eate, but lytle meat^ 

my stomacke is not good ; 
' But sure I thinke, that I caa drynk 

With him that weares a hood.** 
Thoughe I go bare, take ye no care, 

I am nothinge a colde ; 
I stuffe my skyn so full within, 

of joly good ale and olde. 
Back and syde, go bare, go bare> 

booth foote and hand go colde : 
But belly, God send the good ale inoughe, 

whether it be new or olde. 

** I love no rost, but a nut-brown toste, 

and a crab layde in the fyre, 
A lytle bread shall do me stead, 

much breade I not desyre. 

•* Alluding to the drunkenness of the Fryars. 

^ I love no roa, but a nut-browi toste, 

and a crab hyde in the fyre,"] So, in the 3d Act, 4th Sceae : 
*' A cup of ale had in his hand, and a crab lay in the fyer." 
Again : 

" N[ow a crab in the fire were woorth a good grote, 

** That I might quafie with my captn. Tom tospot.** 

Like v?tU to like, c. 2. 
Again: 

" And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 
*' In very likeness of a roasted craft.*' 

Midsummer Night's Dream, A. 2. S. 1. 
Upon this last passage, Mr. Steevens has given the following ex- 
amples of the use of this word : 

" Yet we will have in store a crab in the fire, 

" With nut brown ale." Henry V. Anon. 

" And sit down in mv chaire by my f aire AUson, 

*' And turn & crabbe m the fire as merry as Pope Joan. 

. . Damon and Pithias, vol.* I. 

sitting in a comer turning crabs, 
oughing o'er a warmed pot of ale." 

Description of Chnstmas in Summer's last Will and 
Testament, by Nash, 1600. 
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No froste nor snow, no winde, I trow, 

can hurte mee if I wolde, 
I am so wrapt, and throwly lapt 

of joly good ale and olde. 
Back and side go bare, &c. 

And Tyb my wyfe, that as her lyfe 

loveUi well good ale to seeke,. 
Full ofte drinkes shee, tyll ye may see 

the teare? run down her cheekes ; 
^ Then dooth she trowle to mee the bowle, 

even as a mault worme shuld ; 
And sayth, sweet hart, I tooke my part 

of this joly good ale and olde. 
Back and side go bare, &c. 

Now let them drynke, tyll they nod and winke, 
even as good felowes shoulde doe, 

They shall not mysse to have the blisse 
good ale doth bringe men to : 

« Then dooth the trowle to mee the Iww/eJ " Trowle, or trote the 
** bawl, yrB» a common phrase in drinking for passing the vessel 
** aboat, as appears by the following beginning of an old Catch : 
** Trok, trole the bowl to me, 
"' And I will trole the same again to thee." 
And in this other, in Hilton's Collection : 
** Tom Bonis, Tom Bonis, 
" Seest thou not how merrily this good ale ttawlet V* 

Sir John Hawkins's Histmy ofMusich, vol. Ill* 22. 
Again: 

Sirra Shakebagge, canst ihon remember 
Since we trould the bouU at Sittingbum. 

Arden of Feveriham, 1592. 

GiVt us weele pledge, nor shall a man that lives 
In charity refuse it, I will not be so old 
As not be grac't to honour Cupid, giv't us full. 
When we were young, we could ha troUl it oft 
Dnmke down a Dutchman. 

Marston's ParasUaster or Fa%one, A. 5. 

Now the cups trole about to wet the gossips whistles. 
It pours down I faith they never think of payment. 

A Chatt Mayd in Cheap-ride, p. 34. 
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And alt poor soules that iiave somned boules^ 

or have them bistely trolde, 
God save the lyves of ihem and liheir 'wyves, 

whether they be youge or oMe. 
Back and side go Imre, &c. 



The Fyrst Soeane. 

dxccom. hodoe. 

Diccon. Well done, "by Gog's malt> well songe and 

well sayde : 
Come on, mother Chat ,as thou art ^ a true mayde. 
One fresh pot of ale let's see, to make an ende 
Agaynst this colde wether, my naked armes^ to de- 

fende : 
This gere it warms the soule, now wind blow on thy 

worst, 
And let us drink and swill till that t>ur bellies butste. 
Now were he a wyseman, by cunnynge colde defyne 
Which way my journey lyeth, or where Diccon will 

dyne : 
But one good tume I have, be it by nyght or daye. 
South, east, north or west, I am never out of my waye. 
' Hodge. Chym goodly rewarded, cham I not, do you 

thyncke ? 
^ Chad a goodly d3fnnerlknMdl:my sweateand'fiwyiicke ; 

»* Add. 

^ naked ormei] See Bekkex's Description of an AbTs^bam-man, 
p. 4. 

* sweate and noyncke ;] To suynke is to work oi labout ; as in 
Spenser's Fairtf Queen,. B. 3. Cant. 7. St. . 

" For which men. twink and sweat incessantLj." 
Again in Cotaus, hy Milton, 1. 293 : 

" And the sumkt hedg[er at his supper sat •,* ' 
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Neyl^rtHEtlier, oheese, mylk^ oayonft, ikslie jkht fythe. 
Save thys pece of barly bread, tis a pleasant costly 

Diccon. Haile, fellow Hodge, and ^ weU to fare with 

thy meat, if you have any : 
But by thy words, as I them smelled, thy dahstrels be 

not iiia«ie. 
Hodge. Daintrelfty Dioeon ! Oogs soule man, save 

this pece of dry horsbced. 
Chat byt no byt this lyv^looge daie, no crome come 

in my hed : 
My gntts they yawle, cfawle, and all my belly rumbleth. 
The imddyin^es cannot lye sttU, ech one over 'other 

tumbleth. 
By Gog's harte.cham so ^aexie, and in my belly j>ende, 
Chould one peece were at tbe Bpittlebouse, another at 

ihe caBtel!s ende. . 
Diccon, Why Hodge, was there none at home thy 

dinnier for to set ? 
Hodge, Gogs^ bread, Diccon, ich oame to late, 

was nothing ther io .get : 
Gib (a fowle feind might on her Hg^t) Hckt the milke 

pan so clene ; 
See Dicoon, 'twas .not so wall washt this seven ye^e^as 

ich wene. 

Also, in Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, FroUU 184: 

" What shulde he studie, make hiniBelven wood, 
" Upo& abook in doiatre al^ay to pore, 
" Or swmken with his hondes, and laboure, 
" As Austin bit? how shal the world be senred? 
" Let Austin have his >«tti/e tahunTeserred." 

And, in Pierce Plawnum's Vinan : 

** Henne^ anhei^pe with hdced staves, 
" Wenten to Walsingham, and her wenches after 
" Great loubees and long, that loth were to swinhe, 
" Clothed hem in copes, to be knowen from other." 

^ GoHgs. 
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A pestilence lyght on all ill lucke, chad thought yet 

for all this 
Of a moTsell of bacon behynde the dore, at wprst shuld 

not misse : 
But when ich sought a slyp to, cut, as ich was wont 

to do, 

Gogs souls, Diccon, Gyb our cat had eate the bacon to ! 

\^fVkich hacan Diccon stolen as w declared before. 

Diccon, 111 luck, quod he ? mary swere it, Hodg, 

this day the trueth tel, 

Thou rose not on thy right syde, or els blest thee not 

wel. 
Thy mylk slopt up 1 thy bacon filtched ! that was to 
bad luck, Hodg. 
Hodge. Nay, nay, tber was a fowler fault, my Gam- 
mer ga me the dodge : 
Seest not how cham rent and torn, m^ heels, my knees, 

and my breech ? 
Chad thought as ich sat by the fire, help here and 

there a stitch ; 
But there ich was powpte indeed* 
Diccon. Why, Hodlge I 
Hodge. Bootes not, man, to tell, 
Cham so drest amongst a sorte of fooles, chad better 

be in hell, 
My Gammar (cham ashamed to say) by God, served 
me not weele. 
Diccon. How so, Hodge ? 
Hodge. Hase she not gone, trowest now thou, and 

lost her neele ? 
Diccon. Her eele, Hodge I who fysht of late ? that 

was a dainty dysh. 
Hodge. Tush, tush, her neele, her neele, her neele, 
man, tys neither flesh nor fysh, 
A lytle thing with an hole in the end, as bright as 

any syller, 
Small, longe, sharpe at the poynt, and straight as 
any pyller. 
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Dtcoofi. I know not what a devil thou menest^ thou 

bringst me more in doubt. 
Hodge. Knowest not with what Tom tailer^s man 
sits broching throughe a clout ? 
A neele, a neele, a neele^ my Gammer*s neele is gone. 
Diccott, Her neele ! Hodge, now I smel thee, that 
was a chaunce alone : 
By the masse thou hadst a shameful losse, and it were 
biit for thy breches. 
Hodge. Gog's soule, man^ chould give a crown, 

chad it but three stitches. 
Diccon. How sayest thou, Hodg? what shuld he 

have again thy nedle got? 
Hodge. Be'm vather's soul> and chad it, cbould give 

him a new grot. 
DUcqn. Canst thou keepe counsaille in this case ? 
Hodge, Els chwold my tonge were out. 
Diccon. Do thou ^ but then by my advise, and I 

wil fetch it without doubt. 
Hodge. Chyll runne, cbyll ryde, chyll dygge, chyll 
delve, 
chyll toyle, chyll trudge, shalt see ; 
Chyll hold, chyll drawe, chyll pull, chyl pynche, 

chyll kneele on my bare knee ; 
Chyll scrape, chyll scratche, chyll syfte, chyll seeke, 

chyll bowe, chyll bende, chyll sweate, 
Chyll stoop, chyll stur, chyll cap, chyl knele, 

chyll crepe ou hands and feete ; 
Chyll be thy bondman, Diccon, ich sweare by sunne 

and moone. 
And channot sumwhat to stop this gap, cham utterly 
ttndone. 

[Pointing behind to his torne breeches, 
Diccon. Why, is ther any special cause thou takest 

hereat such sorow ? 
Hodge. Kirstian Clack, Tcnn Simson's maid, by thq 
masse corns hether to morrow ; 
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ChiMB. not able to say, betweene us what may hap. 
She smyled on me the last Sonday when ich put of my 
cap. 
Diccdn. Well, Hodge, this is a matter of weight, and 
must be kept close, 
^ It might eh tume to both our costes, as the world 

now gose. 
Shalt sware to be no blab, Hodge. 
Hodge, Chyll, Diccon. 
XKcrcos. Then go to. 
Lay thine hand here, say after me, as thou shalt here 

me .do. 
Haste no booke ? 
iHodge. Cha no booke, I. i. 

Diccon. Then needes must force us both, 
Upon my breech to lay thine hand, and there to take 
thine oth. 
Hodge, I Hodge breechelesse, 
Sweare to Diccon rechelesse 
By the c^osse that I shall kysse, 
To kepe his counsaile close, 
And alwayes me to dispose 
To worke that his pleasure is. 

[Here he kysseth JD^ccov!s bt^eech. 
Diccon. Now, Hodge, see thou take heede. 
And doe as I thee byd ; 
For so I judge it meete. 
This nedle againe to win, 
There is no shift therein, 
But conjure up a spree te. 

^ It might ek tume to both our costes, as the world now gose.] In 
the 14th of Queen Elizabeth, 157$, an act of Parliament passed, 
by which very heavy penalties were inflicted on all rogues, vaga- 
bonds, and sturdy beggars. Among others, who are therein de* 
scribed and directed to be deemed such, are idle. persons going 
about feigning themselves to hate knowledge in phisnofflie, psd> 
mestrie, or other abused scienceSi whereby they bear the people in 
hand that they can tell their destinies, deaths, and fortunes, and 
such other Uhs fantastical imaginations. This statute seems to be 
alluded to here by Diccon, and will serre to confirm the later date 
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Hodge, What the great devill, Diccon, I saye ? 

Diccon. Yea, in good faith, that is the waye, 
«» Fet with some prety charme. 

Hodge, Softe, Diccon, be not to hasty yet, 
By the masse, for ich begyn to sweat, 
Cham afrayde of some ^ harme. 

Diccon, Come hether then, and sturre the nat 
One inche out of this cyrcle plat. 
But stande as I thee teache. 

Hodge, And shall ich be here safe from theyr clawes ? 

Diccon, The mayster devill with his longe pawes 
Here to thee cannot reache. 
Now will 1 settle me to this geare. 

Hodge, I say Diccon,^ heare me, heare : 
Go softely to thys matter. 

Diccon, What devyll, man, art afraide of nought ? 

Hodge. Canst not tarrye a lytle thought 
Tyll ich make a curtesie of water ?* 

Diccon, Stand still to it, why shuldest thou feare 
hym? 

Hodge. Gog's sydes, Diccon, me thinke ich heare 
hiih. 
And, tarrye chal mare all. 

Diccon. The matter is no worse then I tolde it. 

Hodge, By the masse, cham able no Icmger to holde 
it: 
" So bad, iche must beraye the hall. 

IHccon, Stand to it, Hodge, sture not, you horson. 
What devyll, be thine ars stringes brusten ? 
Thy selfe a while but staye. 
The devill I smell hym, wyll be here anone. 

Hodge. Hold him fast, Diccon, cham gone, cham 
gone, 
Ghyll not be at that fraye. 

of the Play ; aud at the same time prore the foi^iy of that as- 
signed to It by Chetwood. 

»Fet] i.e.fetehed. 

^ syme. 

* Tyll ich make a ewrtesU rf water,'] Ut mulieres solent ad min- 
gendumu S. 

»To. 



so GAMMER GURT0N'» N££DLE. [aCT II. 



THE SECOND A,CTE. 

The Second Sceane. ' 

diccon. chat. 

Dkcon. Fy, shytten knave, and out upon thee ! 
Above all other loutes, fye on thee I 
Is not here a clenly prancke ? 
But thy matter was no better, 
Nor thy presence here no sweter, 
s*To flye I con 3*thee thanke. 
^ Here is a matter worthy glosynge 
Of Gammer Gurton's needle losynge, 
And a foule peece of warke : 
A man, I thyncke, myght make a playe 
And nede no worde to this they saye, 
Being but halfe a clarke. 



9* To flye I con theethankeJ] I con him no thanks for it, oocurs 
in Shakspeare's AlVs well that ends well, and Mr. Steevens says it 
means, " I shall not thank him in studied language.*' I meet 
with the same expression in Pierce PetmUeueJuM SkfffpUcatumt &c. 

" I believe hetoiUconthee liule thanks for it,'* 
Again, in Wily beguiled, 1613 < 

'* I eon master Chnims thanks tot this. 
A^^ain, in Any thing for a quiet l^e : " He would not trust you with 
" it» Icon him thanks for it." To con thanks may indeed exactly 
answer the French sfovoir gre. To eon is to know. 

Gun or con thanks, aajs the Glossary to the Xjancashire Dialect, 
is to give thanks ; and m that sense only the words appear to be 
used to this day in the North of England. In Era8mus''s Praise of 
FeUy,hy Chaloner, 1569, Sig. £ 2: '< But in the meane whyle ye 
" ought to conne me thanke,** &c. and Sig. I 4 :, " —who nathe- 
less conned him a greate thanke," &c« Again, in Pierce Penmiesse 
Supplication, p. 28 : " It is well doone ** to practise thy wit, but 
'f j(l believe) our Lord will cun thee Uule thanke for it.'^ 

» Can. 

^ Here is a matter worthy glosynge] i* e. glossing or commenting 
upon. So, in Pierce Plowman's Visions : 

Closed the Gospel as hem good liked, 

Folr covetous of copes construe it as thei wold* 
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Softe, let me alone, I will take tke charge. 

This matter further to enlarge 

Within a tyme shorte ; 

If ye will ^narke my toyes, and note, 

I will geve ye leave to cut my throte 

If I make not good sporte. 

Dame, Chat, I say, where be ye, within ? 

Chat. Who have we there maketh such a din ? 
Diccon. Here is a good fellow, maketh no great 

daunger. 
Chat, What, Diccon ? come nere, ye be no straunger : 
* We be fast set at trump, man, hard by the fyre ; 
Thoa shalt set on the king, if thou come a little nyer. 
Diccon. Nay, nay, there is no tarying : I must be gone 
againe; "^ 
But first for you in councel* I have a word or twaine. 
Chat. ComehetherDol; Dol,sitdowne and play this 
game, 
And as thou sawest me do, see thou do even the same : 
There is fiy^ trumps besides the queene, the hindmost 

thou shalt finde her. 
Take hede of Sim Glover's wife, dhe hath an eie behind 
her. 

^ We hefattta at tramp, many hard by the fyre;"] The common 
etymology of the word trump, as made use of in games at cards, 
derires it from a corruption of triumph; but Ben Jonson spells the 
word tromp, from which Mr. Whalley conjectures that his Author 
thought it was derived from the French tromper, to deceive. And 
indeed it will easily bear this acceptation. A person playing at the 
game thinks he shall win the trick, till his adversary takes it from 
him by a tromp ; he is trompt, or deceived, 

Whalley Note on The New Inn, A* 1. S. S» 

Trump was a game played with cards, as will appear by the fol-< 
lowing passage of Dekker's BeUman cf London, Sig. Ft: "To 
" speake of ail the sleights used' by card-pU^ers in all sorts of games 
" would but weary you thai are to read, and bee but a thanklesse 
" and unpleasing labour for me to set them downe. Omitting 
" therefore the deceipts practised (even in ^e fayrest and most 
" civill companies) at Pnmero, Saint Maw, Trump, and such like- 
" games, I will, &c." 

* Jn cotaieel — ] i. «. in secrecy. See Note to the Merry Wwe^ 
of Wmdwr, edit* 1778, vol. 1. p. 228. 3. 
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Now, DiccoB, say your will. 

Diccon, Nay, softe a little yet, 
i wold not tell my sister^ the matter is so g^eat, 
>B There I wil have ym sweare by oux dere bdyof Bui- 

laine. 
Saint Dunstone and saint Dooniyke/ wiibb the three 

kinges of KuUaine,^ 
That ye skal keepe it secrete 

^ There I wil haoe you swsare by our dere lady qf BuUmne,] Mr. 
Httwkbu says probably Lady Ann BuUen, than vrhath there could 
hardly have been a conjecture more wide from the meaning of tl^ 
speaker. Our dere Lady of Bullaine is no other than the image of 
the Vigin Mary at Bonl6gne, which was formerly held in so machi 
ieteitetkce, that it was one of those to which FugiimageBi«0ed to 
be made. In Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, ProL h 465, describing 
the Wife ef Bath, he says : 

" And thries hadde she ben at Jerusaleme. 
" She hadde passed many a strange 8treme» 
" At Rome she hadde ben, and at Bolovie, 
" la Galice at Scant James, and at Goloine. 
The Virgin Maty was the patroness of the town of Boulogne in » 
Tery singular manner, it being holden immediately of her: " For 
" when King Lewis 11. after ^e decease of Charles of Burgundy, 
** had taken m Boulogne, anno 1477, as new Lord of tbe town (thus 
John de Serres relatetb it), he did homage without sword or spurs 
bareheaded, and on his knee, before the Vimu Mary, offering 
unto lier image an heart of massie gold» wei^ung 2000 etoWns. 
Re added also this, that he and his Buceesaers kings altar kim 
** should hold the county of Boulogne of the said Virgin, and do 
" komage unto her image in the great church ef ^ higher town 
" dedicated to her name, paying at every change ef a tascfal an 
" heart of pure gold of the same weight." 

Heylin's Survey tf France, 1656, p. 1^. 

* Saint Doimyket'] i. e. Saint Dominick. S. 

* — with the three hinges ofKuUaine,^ The three kings of Cok>yn 
are supposed to have been the wise men who trareUed unto our 
Saviour by the direction of ike star. To these kings, sereial 
writers have given the names of Gaspar, Metchior, and BaHkasar; 
but Sir .Thomas Browne, in his Vulgar £nvrs, has a whole diapter 
concerning them, in which he doubts all the principal faots in the 
account of them. See B. 7. C. 8. The celebrated l^oanaa Cocyat, 
when at Coloyn, took some paias to collect many circumittaDces 
relative to these kin^s, with which he hath filled aeveral page* of 
kia Book; and to which those who axe desiroiiB of further infotma* 
tion on the subject must be referred. 
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Ckat, Gog's bread, that will I doo, 
As secret as mine owne thought, by God and the devil 
- too« 
DkcoH. Here is Gammer Gurton, your iietghbour, a 
sad and hevy wight, 
Her goodly faire red cock at home, was stole this last 
night. 
Chat* Gog's souj ! her cock yith the yelow legs, that 

nightly crowded * so just ? 
JDtccon. That cocke is stoUen. . 
Chat. What, was he fet out of the hen's ruste? 
Diccon. I can not tel where the devil he was kept, 
under key or Ipcke, 
But Tib hath tykled in Gammer's eare^ that you shoulde 
steale the cocke. 
Chat.*^ Have I? strong hoore, by brea dand salte — 
Dtccort. What softe, I say be styl. 
Say not one word for all this geare. 

Chat. By the masse, that I wyl, 
I wil have the yong hore by the head, and the old trot 
by the throte. 
I>kco)i. Not one word, dame Chat, I say, not one 

word for my cote. 
Chat. Shall such a begar's brawle t as that, thinkest 
thou, make me a theefc? 
Hie pocks light on her hores sydes, a pestilence and 
mischeefe. 

^ Two. 

* crowded] A crowd is a small fiddle. Hence the name of 
Crowdero, in Hndibias. Crowded means— made a musical noise. 
See Note on Alexander and Campaspe, p. 103. S. 

« Have I f strmg ho(rre by bread and salte—] This oath occurs 
again, A. 5. S. S( : ^^ 

" Yet shal ve find no other wight save she by bread and saU, 

From the 'following passage, in Nash's Lenten Stuff, 1599, it 
may be inferred that it was once oistomary to eat bread and^ aaU 
previous to the taking an oath: ** Venus, for Hero was her Priest, 
" and Juno Lucina the Midwife's Goddess, for she was now 
" ^nckned, and cast away by the Cruelty of .£olus> took bread and 
" ioU, and eat it, that thev would be smartly revenged on that 
" truculent, windy jailor; &c.** . ,_ \. 

t b^etr's braali\ I suppose she mJeans beggara btawUng, or 
squamng infant. See note Vt, to The Jcmal Crew, vol. 10, p. 357; 
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Com^ out, thou hungry nedy bytche ; O that my nails 

be short ! 
Dkcon, Gog's bred, woman, hold your peace, this 

gere wil els passe sport ; 
I wold not for an hundred pound, this matter shuld be 

knowen 
That I am auctourof this tale, or hare abrode itblowen. 
Did ye not sweare ye wold be ruled, before the tale I 

tolde ? 
I said ye must all secret keepe and ye said sure ye 

wolde. 
Chat, Wolde you suffer your selfe Diccon, such a 

sort to revile you 
With slaunderous words to blot your name, and so to 

defile you ? 
Diccon. No, good wife Chat, I wold be loth such 

drabs shulde blot my name ; 
But yet ye must so order all, that Diccon beare no 

blame. 
Chat. *» Go to then, what is your rede, say on your 

minde, ve shall mee rule herein. 
Diccon. Gociamercye dame Chat, in faith thou must 

the gere begin : 
It is twenty pound to a goose turd my gammer will not 

tary. 
But hether ward she comes as fast as her legs can her 

cary, 

^ Go to tliea» what is your rede, ttuf on yowr nUnde, ye thall mee ruie 
herein.'] Rede, i. e. counsel or advice. So> in A. 4. S. 2 : 
Therefore I rede you three, go hence and within keepe close. 

Again, 

Well, if ye will be ordred and do by my reade. 

Again. A. 5. S.J. 

And where ye sat he said ful certain, if I wold folow his read. 
Again, in Erasmus's Pratje of Folie, by Chaloner, Sig. D 4 : *' XJnles 
" peichaonce some would chose suche a souldier as Demosthenes, 
" whofolowying ArehilocuSi the poetes red^scaxce lookynge his ene- 
« mies in tiie &ce, • threw downe his sheelde and ranne awaie as 
" cowardly a warxiour as he was a wyse oratour." 

The old Version of the singing Psalms also begins in this manner : 
The man is blest tha^ luiih not bent 
To wicked rede his ear. 
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To brawle with you about her cocke, for well I hard Tib 

say. 
The cocke was rosted in your house, to breakfast yester- 
day: . 
And when ye had the carcas eaten, the fethers ye out 

flunge, 
And Doll, your maid, the legs she hid a foote depe in 

the dunge. 
Chat. O gracyous God, my heart it burstes I 
Diccon. Well, rule your self a space, 
And gammer Gurton when she commeth anon into 

thys place^ 
Then to the queane let's see ye*^ tell her yiour mynd, 

and spare not, 
So shall Diccon blamelesse bee ; and then go to, I care 

not. 
Chat. Then hoore, beware her throte, I can abide no 

longer : 
In faith, old witch, it shal be scene which of us two be 

stronger ; 
And Diccon, but at your request, I wold not stay one 

howre. 
Diccon. Well, keepe it in till she be here, and then 

out let it powre. 
In the meane while get you in, and make no wordes of 

this; 
More of this matter within this howre to here you shall 

not miss. 
Because I know you are my friend, hide it I cold not 

doubtles: 
Ye know your harm, see ye be wise about ybur owne 

busines. 
So fare ye well. 
Chat. Nay, soft Diccon, and drynke : what, Doll, I 

say, 
Bringe here a cup of the best ale, let's see, come quicly 

awaye. 

« Additioii. 

YeisBXk muiecesgan^ addition. The c(m8tructi<m is— Then let 
ns tee to the queane, occ. S. 
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THE SECOND ACTE. 
The Third Sceake. 

hodge. diccon. 

Uiccon. Ye see, basters, that one end tapt of this 
my short deyise, 
Now must we broche t'other to, before the smoke arise. 
And by the time they have a while run, 

I trust ye need not crave it, 
But loke what lieth in both their harts, ye ar like sure 
to have it. 
Hodge. Yea, Gog's soul, art alive yet ? what Diccon, 

dare ich come ? 
Diccon, A man is well hied to trust to thee, I wil say 
nothing but mum. 
But and ye come any nearer, I pray you see all be 
sweete. 
Hodge. ^ Tush man, is gammer's neele found ? that 

chould gladly wefete. 
J}kcon, She may thatlke thee it is not founds for if 
you had kept thy standing. 
The devil he wold have fet it out, ev'n Hodg, at thy 
commanding. 
Hodge. Gog's hart! and cold he tel nothing wher 

the neele might be found ? 
Diccon. Ye foolysh dolt, ye were to seek, ear we had 
got our ground; 
Therfore his tale so doubtfull was, that I cold sot 
perceive it« 
Hodge. Then ich se wel somthing was said, chope 
one day yet to have it. 

** Tush man, it gamnun^t neele found 7 that chould gladly weete.] 
i« e. -gladly know. So, in Shakapeare's Anih&ny a$ui Ckopah-a, 
A. 1. S. 1 : 

u — jjj wbich, I bind 
« On pain of pmiighment, tlbe world to weete, 
** We stand ap peerless." 
The Word weet is also used by Spenser and Fairfax. 
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*^ But.Diccon, Diccon, did not the deyill cry, ho, ho^ 

ho? 
Diccon. If thou hadst taryed where thou stood'st, 

thou woldest have said so. 
Hodge, Durst swere of a boke, chard . him rore, 

streight after ich was gone ; 
But tel me Diccon, what said the knave, let me here 

it anon. 
IHecon. The horson talked to mee, i know not well 

of what: 
^ One whyle his tonge it ran, and paltered of a cat, 
Another whyle he stammered styll upon a rat ; 
Last of all, there was nothing but every word chat, 

chat ; . 

But this I well percey ved before I wold him rid, 
Betweene chat ted the rat, and the cat the nedle is 

hyd: 

^ But Diecon, Diecon, did not thi deviU cry, ho, ho, hot] In the 
ancient moralities, and in many of the earlieet entertainments of 
the stage, the devil is introduced as a character, and it appears to 
have been customary to briae him before the audience with this cry 
of ho, ho, ho. See particdany the Demi is an An, by Ben Jonson, 
A. 1. S. 1. From the foUowmg passages, in WUif beguiled, 1606, 
we learn the manner in which the character used to be dressed : 
" Tush ! fear not the dodge : I'll rather put on my flashing red 
" nose and my flaming face, and come wrap'd in a calTs skin, and 
cry, ho, ho, he.** Again, *< I'll put me on my great carnation 
nose, and wrap me in a rowsing calf's skin suit, and come like 
" some hobgobfin, or some devil ascended from the gn*ly P^ ^ 
** hell; and like a scarbabe make him take his legs : Til play the. 
" devil I warrant ye." '•" 

^ Oneiohyle his ion^ it ran, atKtpaltered tf a eat,] To palUsr is, 
as Dr. Johnson ezplams it, to thuffie, with ambiguous expressions.. 
Thos^ 

" And be these juggling fiends no more believ'd,. 
" That palter with us in a double sense." 

MatAeih, A. 5. S. 7, 
In confirmation of Br. Johnson's explanation, Mr. Steevens pro- 
duces the following instances : 

" Now fortune frown,^and palter if thou please." 

Mortus and Sylla,, 1594^ 
" -— Ramans that have spoke the word, 
"And will not paitsr." 
Englishmen for money, C« 9* 0« G« 
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Now wether Gib our cat have eate it in her mawe, 
Or doctor Rat our curat have found it in the straw. 
Or this dame Chat your neighbour have stollen it God 

hee knoweth, 
But by the morrow at this time, we shal learn how the 
matter goeth. 
Hodge. Can«tnot learn to night man, seest not what 
is here ? 

[Pointyr^ behind to his tome breeches, 
Diccon. Tys not possyble to make it sooner appere. 
Hodge. Alas Diccon, then chaye no shyft ; but least 
ich tary to longe» 
Hye me to Sym Glover's shop, theare to seeke for a 

thonge, 
Therwith this breech to tatche and tye as ich may. 
Dkeon. To morow, Hodg, if we chfiunce to meete, 
shall see what I will say. 



THE SECOND ACTE. 
The Fourth Scsake. 

diccon. gammer. 

Diccon, Now this gere must forward goe, for here 
my Gammer commeth : 
Be still a while and say nothing, make here a little 
romth.* 
Gammer, Good lord ! shall never be my lucke my 
neele agayne to spye ? 
Alas the wfayle^ tys past my belpe ; where 'tis, still it 
must lye. 
Diccon. Now, Jesus, gammer Gurton, what driveth 
you to this sadnes ? 
I feare me, by my conscience, you will sure fall to 
msdnes. 

* a little ramth,'] 1 suppose he means to say — a little ram ; and 
therefore retires till Gammer Ginrton has uttered her compbunt. S. 
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Gammer, Who is that? what Diccon? cham lost, 

man: fye, fye. 
Diccon. Mary, fye on them that be wojcthy; but 

what shuld be your troble ? 
Gammer. Alas, the more ich thinke on it, my sorow 
it wazeth double. 
My goodly tossing * Sporyar*s neele t> chave lost ich 
not where. 
Dicam. Yourueele! whan? 
Gammer, My neele (alas !) ich myght full it spare, 
As God himselfe he knoweth nere one besyde chave. 
Diccon, If this be all, good gammer, I warrant you 

all is save. 
Gammer. Why, know you any tydings which way my 

neele is gone ? 
Diccon, Yea, that I do, doubtlesse, as ye shall here 
anone, 
A see a thing this matter toucheth, within these twenty 

howres. 
Even at this gate, before my face, by a neyghbour of 

yours ; 
She stooped me downe, and up she toke up a needle or 

apyn, 
I durst be swome it was even yours, by all my mother's 
kyn. - 

Gammer, It was my neele, Diccon, ich wot; for -here 
even by this poste 
Ich sat, what time as ich up starte, and so my neele it 
loste : 

* iotsmg] I una^^ine this word was fonnerly used to siniify 
sharp. So in The Woman's Prise, by Beaumont and Fletcher, A. 2. 
S.5: 

They heaye ye stool on stool, and fling main pot^lids 
like massy rocks, dait ladles, tossing irons 
And. tones Uke thiiii,der-bolts, till overlaid 
They fall beneath the weight." 
In the two last editions of these authors, the word tossing is, I 
think yery improperly altered by Mr. Sympson to toasting. S. 

t Sparyar^s neete,"] The ancient spurs wore fix^d into straps of 
leather. Spurriers of course would be obliged to use very strong 
needles* S. 
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Who was it, leive son? speke ich pray the, and 

quickly tell me that. 
Diccon, A suttle queane as any in this towne, 

your neyghboure here, dame Ghat. 
Gammer. Dame Chat ! Diccon, let me be gone, chil 

thyther in post haste. ' 
JDiccon, *8Take my coiincell yet, or ye go, for feare 
ye walke in wast. 
It is a murrion crafty drab, and froward to be pleased. 
And ye take not the better way, your ♦^ nedle yet ye 

lose it : 
For when she tooke it up, even here before your ddores. 
What soft, dame Chat (quoth 1) that same is none of 

yours. 
Ayaunt (quoth she) syr knaye, what pratest thou of that 

I fynd? 
I wold thou hadst kist me I wot whear : (she ment I 
know behind) 

^ Who VMS it, leive sanT] Who was it dear son? So, in the 
BaUad cf Adam Bell, Clym of the CUmgh, and William qf Cloudeily : 
Ye myght have asked towres and townes, 

Parkes and forestes plente, 
But none soe pleasant to my pay, shee sayd ; 
Nor none so Irfe to me. Percy's Keliques, toI. 1. 167 • 

^ Take my councell, or ye go J i. e. ere ye go. As in the follow* 
ing instances : 
A. S.S. 3: 
" Ich know who found it, and tooke it up shalt see or it he longe." 

A» 4. o. 2 I 
** That or ye cold go twyce to church, I warrant you here news." 
Ihid. 

" But or al) came to an ende, I set her in a dumpe." 
HaU's Ckrofdcle, Henry IV. 1550, p. 8: 

" But or this deposition was executed in time he came to West* 
" minster, &c." 
Ibid. p. S8 : 

Wherof the kyng beyng advertysed, caused a great army to be 
assembled and marched toward his enemies, but or the kyng came 
to Notyngham, &c." 
. Ascham's ToawphUtu : 

** For first, as it is manye a yeare or they begin to be great 
« shooters, &c." 

See also Mr. Steerens's Shakspeare, toI. V. p. 101. 
^ your] our, first edition. 
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^ And home she went as brag as it had ben a bodelouce, 
And I after her, as bold as it had ben the goodman of 

the house : 
But there and ye had hard her, how she began to 

scolde. 
The tonge it went on patins, by hym that Judas solde; 
£ch other worde I was a knave, and you a hore of 

hores, 
Because I spake in your behalfe, and sayde the neele 
was yours. 
Gcmimer. ^^ Gogs bread ! and thinks the callet thus 
to kepe my neele me fro ? 
* Diceon* Let her alone, and she minds non other, but 
• even to dresse you so. 
Gammer. By the masse, chil rather spend the cote 
that is on my baicke. 
Thinks the false quean by such a slight *'that chill my 
neele lacke ? 
Diccon. Slip not your ^ gere, I counsell you, but of 
this take good hede, 
Let not be knowen I told you of it, how well soeyer ye 
spede. 

^ And home she wentasbrt^ as it had ben a hodeloiu:e,'] ** As brisk 
" as a body- louse was fonnerly proverbial." 

See Ray's Proverbs, 174?, p. 219. 
^1 Gogs bread ! and tkiriksthe callet thus to kepe my neele me fro 7] 
** Cidiet a lewd woman, a drab, perhaps so called from thePrench 
*' cahte, which was a sort of head-dress worn by country girls." 

See Glossary to Urry*s Chaucer, 
So, in the Supposes, by Geo. Gascoigne, A. 5. S. 6 : *' Come 
" hither you old callat, you tattling huswife : that the devil cut out 
" your tongue.** See other instances in Dr. Grey's Notes on Shak- 
spwse, vol. II p. 41. ' 

Again, Ben Jonson's For, A. 4. S. 3 : 
" Why, the callet 

" You told me of here I have ta'en disguis'd." 
Callett is elsewhere used for stupid, inactive : 
Bid maudlin lay the doth, take up the meat ; 
Look how she stirres ; you sullen elfe, you callett. 
Is this the haste you make 1 

Englishman for my Money, 4to* 1631; O. G. 
^ slygh. ' First Edition. 
^ Slepe not you gere. First Edition. 
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Gamtner. Chil in, Diccon, a cleene aperne to take^ 
and set before me ; 
And ich may my neele once see, chil sure remember 
the. 



THE SECOND ACTE. 

The Fifth Sceane. 

Diccon. Here will the sporte begin, if these two 
once may meete. 
Their chere, durst lay money, will prove scarsly sweete. 
My gammer sure entends to be uppon her bones, 
With staves, or with clubs, or els with coble stones.* 
Dame Chat on the other syde, if she be far behynde, 
I am right far deceived, she is geven to it of kynde.f 
He that may tarry by it a whyle, and that but shorte, 
I warrant hym trust to it, he shal| see all the sporte. 
Into the towne will I, my frendes to yysit there, 
And hether straight agame to see th' end of this gere. 
^ In the meane time, felowes, pype upp your fiddles, I 

saie take them. 
And let your freyndes here such mirth as ye can make 
them. 



THE THIRD ACTE. 

The Fyrst Sceane. 

Hodge. Sym Glover yet gramercy! cham meetlye 
well sped now, 
Th'art even as good a felow as ever kyste a cowe. 

* coble stones] i. e, pebble-Btones. A eobbU, in the north, signi- 
fies & pebble. To eowle, is to thraw stones. See Ray. S. 

t cf kynde,"] t. e. by nature. S. 

** In the meane tkne,filowes, pffpe upp, &c.] This passage evi- 
deatly shews, that music playing between the acts was introduced 
in the earliest of our dramatic entertainments. 
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Here is a thynge^^ io dede, by the masse though ich 

speake it, 
^ Tom Tankard's great bald curtail I thinke could not 

breake it. 
And when he spyed my neede, to be so straight and 

hard. 
Hays lent me here his naull, to set the gyb forward.* 
As for my gammer's neele, the flyenge feynd go weete, 
Chill not now go to the doore again with it to meete* 
Chould make shyfte good enough, and chad a candels 

ende 
The cheefe hole in my breeche, with these two chill 

amende. 



THE THIRD ACTE. 
The Second Sceake* 

GAMMER. HODGE. 

Gammer. How, Hodge! mayst nowe be glad, cha 

newes to tell thee, 
Ich knowe who hais my neele, ich trust soone shalt*it 

see. 
Hodge. The devyll thou does : hast hard gammer in 

deede, or doest but jest ? 
Gammer. Tys as true as Steele, Hodge. 
Hodge. Why, knowest well where dydst leese it ? 

^ Mr. Dodsley altered this word to thong, 

"^ Tom Tankard^s great bald curtal,] Curtal ia a small horse ; pro- 
perly one who ha^ his tail docked or curtailed. So, in Dekker's 
rtUanies discovered by Lanthome and Candlelight, &c. 1630, Sig H. : 
" He could shewe more crafty foxes in this wild goose chase, then 
" there are white foxet in Russia ; and more strange horse -trickes 
" plaide by such riders, then Bankes his curtal did erer practise 
" (whose gambals of the two were the honester)." 

* — to set the gybfanoaird.'] A naval phrase. The gib is the 
gib-sail. To set a sail, is also the technical term. S. 
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Gammer, Ich know who found it, and tooke i% up, 
shalt see or it be longe. 
: Hodge. God's moUier dete, if that be true, farwel 

both naule and thong; 
But who hais it, gammer, say ? one chould faine here 
it disclosed. 
Gammer.. That false fixen, that same dame Ghat, 

that counts her selfe so honest. 
Hodge. Who tolde you so ? 
* Gammer. That same did Diccon the bedlam, which 
saw it done. 
Hodge. Diccon ! it is a vengeable knave, gammer, 
'tis a bonable * horson^ 
Can do mo thjings than that, els cham deceyyed evil : 
By the masse ich sawhim of. late cal up a great blacke 

devilL 
O, the knave cryed hp, ho, he roared and he thundred. 
And ye'ad bene here, cham sure you'ld murrenly ha 
wondred. 
Gammer, Was not thou afraide, Hodge, to see him 

in this place? 
Hodge, No, and chad come to me, chould have laid 
him on the face, 
Chould have promised him. 

Gammer. But Hodge, had he no horns io pushe I 
Hodge. As long as your two armes. Saw ye never 
fryer Rushe 
Painted on a cloth, with a side long cowe's tayle. 
And crooked cloven feet, and many a hoked nayle ? 
For al the world (if I shuld judg) chould reckon bim 

his brother : 
*^ Loke even what face frier Rush had, the devil had 
such another. 

* — bonahW] I suppose he means to say hanabU, from to ban^ 
to curse ; a rogue that ought to be execrated. S. 

*7 Loike even vohat face frier Rttsh had^'] Fryar Rtbth is mentioned 
in Reginald Scofs Discoverie of Witchcraft, 1584, p. 5t22 : " Frier 
" Rush was for all the world such another fellow as this Stidgin,. 
'^ and- brought up even in the samd schoole ; to wit, in a kitchen : 
''insomuch as ttte selfesame tale is written of the one as of the 
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Gammer. Now Jesus mercy, Hodge, did Diceon in 

him bring ? 
Hodge. Nay, gammer (heare me speke) chil tel you 
a greater thing. 
The devil, when Diceon bad him (ich hard him 

wondrous weel) 
Sayd plainly (here before us) that dame Chat had your 
neele. 
Gammer. Then let us go, and aske her wherefore 
she minds to kepe it. 
Seeing we know so much, 'tware madness now to 
slepe it 
Hodge, Go to her, gammer, see ye not where she 
stands in her doores ? 
Byd her geve you the neele, 'tys none of hers but yours. 



THE THIRD ACTE. 

The Third Sceane. 

gammer. chat* hooge. 

Gammer. Dame Chat, choldepraye the fair, let me 
have that is mine, 
Chil not this twenty yeres take one fart that is thyne; 
Therfore give me mipe owne, and let me live besyde 
the. 
Chat. Why art thou crept from home hethertotnine 
own doores to chide me ? 
Hence, doting drab, avaunt, or I shall set the further. 
Intends thou and this knave, mee in my house to 
murther ? 
Gammer. Tush! gape not so; ^no woman, ^halt 
not yet eate mee. 
Nor all the (rends thou hast, in this shall not intreat 
mee; 

" other concermng the skullian, which is said to have beene slaine, 
" &c. For the reading whereof I referre you to Frier Ru$h. hia 
** Aorie, or el^e to Jchn Wierus De fyrestigtis demomim," 
**me. • 
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Mine owne Goods I will have, and aske the no^ 

beleve : 
What woman ; pore folks must have right, though the 

thing you agreve. 
Chat. Give thee thy right, and hang the up, with 

all thy bagger's broode ; 
What, wilt thou make me a theefe, and say I stole thy 

good ? 
Gammer. Chil say nothing (ich warrant thee) but 

that ich can prove it well, 
Thou fet my good even from my doore, cham able this 

to tell. 
Chat, Did I (olde witch) steal oft was thine ? * 

how should that thing be knowen 7 
Gammer, Ich can not tell, but up thou tokest it as 

though it had bin thine own. 
Chat, Mary, fy on thee, thou old Gyb, with al my 

very hart. 
Crammer, ** Nay, fy on thee thou rampe, thou ryg,t 

with al that take thy part. 
Chat, A vengeaunce on those lips that laieth such 

things to my charge. 
Gammer, A vengeaunce on those callats hips, whose 

conscience is so large. 
Chat, Come out, hogge. 

Gammer, Come out, hogge, and let have me right. 
Chat Thou arrant witche. 
Gammer. Thou bawdie bitche chil make thee corse 

this night. 



* oft toa$thine7] i. e. aught, any thing. S, 

«> Nay,fy on thee thou rampe, &c.] Dr. Gabiiel Harvey, in hi» 
Pierct^s Supererogation, 4to. 1593. speaking of Long Mejgj of Wert- 
minBter, says: ''Aldiough she were a lusty, bouncing rampe, 
<« somewhat like Gallimetta, or maid Marian, yet was she not 
** such a roinish rannel, such a dissolute flirt gillian/' &c. 

t ryg,'] i, e, thou strumpet. See Note on Antony and CUogfOra, 
Shaks. 177B, vol. 8. p. 175. S. 

So in DaTies's Scourge of Folly, l2mo : 
** Or wanton Rigg, or letcher dissolute 
" Do stand at Powles Crosse in a sheeten sate." I. R« 
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C?iat. A bag and a wallet.* 
Gmmtner. A carte for a callet. 
Chat. Why «* wenest thou thus to preraile ? 
I hold thee a grote, 
I shall patche thy coate. 

Gammer, Thou warte as good kysse my tayle ; 
^Thou slut, thou kuty thou rakes, thoa jakes, will not 
shame make thee hide the ^^ ? 
Chat. Thou skald, thou bald, thou roten,* thou 
glotton, I will no longer chyd thee ; 
But I will teache the to kepe home. 
Gammer. Wylt thou^ drunken beaste ? 
Hodge. Sticke to her, gammer, take her by the head, 
chil warrant you this feast. 

* A bag and loallet.'] i. e. the accoutrements of an itinerant troll. 

S. 
** — toenett] Thinkest or imaginest. Obsolete. It occurs 
again, A. 5. S. 2: 

** Itptene, the ende will prove this biawie did Smt arise 
" Upon no other ground, but only Diccon's lyes." 
Again, in Eupkues, 1581, p. 14 : " Weenett thou that he wil have 
** no ndstrust of thy faitfafulnesse, when he hath had tryidl of thy 
" ficklenesse r ' 

* 2%att dut, thou kut,] Out appears to have been an opprobri- 
ous term used by the vulgar when th^y scolded or abused each 
other. It occurs again, A. 5. S. 2 : ** lliat lying ciit is lost, that 
" she is not swinged and beaten." 

A horse is sometimes called Cut in our ancient writers, as in the 
First Part of Henry IV. A. t. S. 1. and Falataffe says : |' ~ if I 
" tell thee a lye spit in my face, and call me horse.** Cut is there> 
fore probably used in the same sense as hdrae, to which it seems to 
have been synonymous. Several instances of the use of this term 
are collected by JElr. Steevens, in his edition of Shakspeare ; see 
vol. rV. p. 20«. 

It appears probable to me that the opprobrious epithet Cut arose 
from the practice of cutting the hair of convicted thieves ; which 
was anciently the custom in England, as appears from the edicts of 
John de Iforthampton against Muiterers, who thought, with Paulo 
Migaate, that 

" England ne*er would thrive, 

" Till all the whores were burnt alive." 

See Holinshed, voL 9. 754, Ed* 1807. 0. 6. 
** The addition. 

t thou rotai,] i. ^ raU So in one of the Chester Whitsufi plays : 
'* Here is a rotten, there a mouse." S. 
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Smyte, I saye, gammer, 

Bite, I say, gammer 

I trow ye wyll be keene ; 

Where be your nayls ? claw her by the jawes, pull me 

out both her eyen* 
Gog's bones, gammer, holde up your head. 

Chat. I trow drab, I shall dresse thee. 
Tary, thou knave, I hold the a grote, I shall make 

these hands blesse thee. 
Take thou this, old hore, for amends, and learn thy 

tonge well to tame. 
And say thou met at this bickering, not •*thy fellow 
but thy dame. 
Hodge. Where is the strong stued hore ? * chil ge'r a 
hore's marke. 
Stand out one's way, thatich kyll none in the darke. 
Up, gammer, and ye be alyve, chil feyght ®*now for us 

bothe ; 
Come no nere me, thou scalde callet, to kyll the ich 
wer loth. 
Chat Art here agay ne, thou hoddypeke ? f what Doll, 

br3rng me out my spitte. 
Hodge. Chyll broche thee wyth this, by'm father's' 
soul, chyll conjure that foule sprete. 
Let dore stand. Cock, why coms indeed ? keep dore, 

thou horson, boy. 
• Chat. Stand to it, thoii dastard, for thine eares, ise 
teche the sluttish toye. 

^ — not thy fellow but thy dame,'] Not thy equali but thy mistress. 

* strmg stued horeT] i, e, rank strompet from the stews. S. 

^fiyght"] feygh, first edition. 

t thou hoddtpeke ?] i, e. hodmando'd. S. 

I find this word used in Nathe's Aruitonde of Absurditie, 1589, 
Sig. B. where it seems intended as synonymous to cuckold, " But 
" women, through want of wisedome, axe growne to such wanton- 
" nesse, thatuppon no occasion they will crosse the streete, to 
" have a glaunce of some gallant, deeming that men by one 
" looke of them shoulde be in love with them* and will not stick 
" to make an errant over the way, to purchase a paramour to help 
** at a piache, who, under hur husband's, that hoddy peekes nose, 
" must have all the destiUing dew of his delicate rose, leaving him 
*' onely a sweet sent, good inough for such a sencelesse sotte.*' 
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Hodge. Gog's woundes, hore, chile make the avaunte, 
Take heed, Cocke, pull in the latche. 
Chat. I faith, sir loose breche, had ye taried ye shold 

, have found your match. 
Gammer, m Now ware thy throte, losel, thouse pay 

for al. 
Hodge Well said, gammer^ by my soule. 
Hoyse her, souse her, bounce her, trounce her, pull 
her throte houle. 
Chat. Comst behynd me, thou withered witch ? and 
I get once on foote, 
Thouse pay for all, thou old tarlether, ile teach thee 

what longs to it. 
Take the this to make up thy mouth, til time thou 
come by more. 
Hodge. Up, .gammer, stand on your feete, where is 
the old hore ? 
Faith, woulde chad her by the face, 

chould cracke her callet crowne. 
Gammer. Ah Hodg, Hodg, where was thy help, 

when fixen had me downe I 
Hodge. By the masse, Gammer, but for my staffe. 
Chat had gone nye to spyl you. 
Ich think the harlot had not cared, and chad not com, 

to kill you. 
fiut shall we loose our neele thus? 



^ Now ware thy throte, Uuel, thouse pay for aC] A losel is a worth- 
lett fellow. It is a term of contempt frequentlv used by Spenser. 
It is likewise to be met with in the Death cf ndbert Earl rf Hun- 
tingdtm, 1601 : 

" To have the lozels company." 
Again, in The Pinner of Wak^eld, 1599 : 
" Peace prating lozel, &c. 
See Mr. Steevens's Notes on Shakspeare, vol. IV. p. 991^. 
Again, in Hall's Satires^ 1753, p. 78 : 

" How his enraged ghost would stamp and Btare» 
** That Cesar's throne is tum'd to Peter chayre 
" To see an old shome losell perched high, 
** Crossing beneath a golden canopy." 
See Holinshed's Chron. yol. U. 740—5 Day's Paatinte, 67, 4to. 
iSra— Englishmen for my Money, 42— Holmshed, V. 208. 

O.G. 
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Gammer. No, Hodge, chwarde lothe doo soo. 
ThiDkest thou chill take that at her hand? no Hodg, 

ich tell the no. 
Hodge. Chold yet this fray were vrel take up, and 

our own neele at home, 
'Twill be my chaunce els some to kil, where ever it be 

or whom. 
Gammer. We have a parson, (Hodge thou knowes) 

a man estemed wise. 
Mast doctor Rat, chil for hym send, and let me here 

his advise. 
^ He will her shrive for all this gere, and geve her pe- 

naunce strait, 
Wese have our neele, els dame Chat comes nere within 

heaven gate. 
Hodge. Ye mary, Gammer, that ich think best: 

wyll you now for him sende ? 
The sooner Doctor Rat be here, die sooner wese ha 

an ende. 
And here gammer, Dyccon's devill (as iche renciember 

well) 
Of Cat and Chat, and doctor Rat, a felloneus tale dyd 

tell. 



^ He will shrive her for all this gere, and geve. her penaunce $trait,2 
To shrive is to confess. 

" But afterwards she gan him soft to shrieve, 
** And wooewith faire intreatie to disclose, 
*' Which of the Nymphes his heart so sore did ntieve.'' 
' Fainry Qt<«e%B.4. c, 19. $ 26. 

" The King call'd downe his nobles all, 

" By one, by two, by three, 
" Earl Marshall I'le goe skriioe ^ queen, 

" And thou shalt wend with mee." 

Percy's Reliquiesof AnciBntFi)etry,'^o\. II. p. 156. 

** Oh fearful ! if thou wilt not, give me leave 
" To ihrive her ; lest she should die unabsolved." 

*Tm pity she's a Whore, vol. Vll. A. 2. 

" And truelye Fhilautus thou shalt not shHve mee like a Ghoast- 



u 



We father, for to ihee I will confesse in two thinges my eztrevne 
loUy.'' . EupAttes and his Englaru^ 158:?, p^ 49. 
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Chold you forty pound, that is the way your neele to 
get agaiue. 
Gammer, Chil ha him strait ; call out the boy, wese 

make him take the payne. 
Hodge. What Coke, I saye, come out ; what devill 

can'st not here ? 
^ Cocke, How now, Hodg, how does, gammer ? is 
yet the wether cleare ? 
What wold chave me to doo ? 

Gammer. Come hither, Cocke, anon. 
Hence swy the to doctor Rat, bye the that thou were gone. 
And pray hym come speke with me, cham not well 

at ease^ 
Shalt have him at his chamber, or els at mother Bee's, 
£Is se^eke him at Hobfylcher's shop ; for, as charde it 

reported, ^ 

There is the best ale in al the towne, and now is most 
resorted. 
Cocke. And shall ich brynge him with me, Gammer? 
Gaminer. Yea, by and by, good Cocke. 
« Cocke. Shalt see that shall be here anone, els let 

me have one the dock. 
Hodge* Now, gammer, shal we two go in, and tary 
for hys commynge ? 
What devill, woman, plucke up your hart, and leye of 

al this gloming.* 
Though she were stronger at the first, as ich thinke 

ye did find her. 
70 Yet there ye drest the dronken sow, what time ye 
cam behind her. 
Gammer. Nay, nay, cham sure she lost not all, for 
set them to the beginning, 
And ich doubt not, but he will make small bost of her 
winning. 

** Coeke,'] Gammer, in tlie first edition. 
^Cocke,^ Hodge, in' the first edition. 

• Hdiglmmng.l i. e. sulky, gtoomy looks. It is stiU said, in 
vulgar language, that a discontented person looks ghunu S. 
7« This line given to Gammer Gortcm in the first edition. 
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THE THIRD ACTE. 

The Fourth Sceane. 

tyb. hodge. gammer. cocke. 

Tyb. Se gammer, gammer, Gib our cat, cham afraid 
what she ayleth, 
She standes me gasping behind the doore, 
as though her winde her faileth. 
Now let ich doubt what Gib shuld mean, that now she 
^' doth so dote. 
Hodge, Hold hether, ich ould twenty pound, your 
neele is in her throte. 
Grope her, ich say, me thinkes ich feele it ; does not 
pricke your hand ? 
Gammer*, Icn can feele nothing. 
Hodge. No ! ich know that's not within this land 
A muryner cat than Gyb is, betwixt the Tems and 

Tyne, 
Shase as much wyt in her head almost as chaye in 
mine. 
Tib, Faith, shase eaten some thing, that wil not 
easely downe. 
Whether she gat it at home, or abrode in the towne, 
Iche cannot tell. 

Gammer. Alas I ich feare it be some croked pyn, 
And then farewell Gyb, she is undone, and lost al 
save the skyn. 
Hodge. 'Tys^* your neele, woman, I say; Gog's 
soule, geve me a knyfe. 
And chil have it out of her mawe, or else chal lose my 
lyfe. 

71 — <20th JO dote.] That is, appear so mad. To date and to he 
mad were used as synonymoas terms. See Barref s Ahuaie, voce 
dote. 

7» Tyb. 
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Gammer. What! nay, Hodg, fy, kil not our cat, 

'tis all the cats we ha now. 
Hodge. By the masse, dame Chat, hays me so moved, 
iche care not what I kyll, ma God a vowe. 
Go to then, Tyb, to this geare, holde up her tayle and 

take her, 
Chil see what devil is in her guts, chil take the paines 
to rake her. 
Gammer. Rake a Cat, Hodg I what wouldst thou do? 
Hodge. What thinck'st that cham not able? 
Did not Tom Tankard rake his curtal toore day stand- 
ing in the stable ? 
Gammer. Soft, be content, let's here what news 
Cocke bringeth from maister Rat. 
Cock. Gammer, chave ben ther as you bad, you wot 
wel about what. 
'Twil not be long before he come, ich durst sweare of 

a booke, 
He byds you see ye be at home, and there for him to 
looke. 
Gammer, Where didst thou finde him, boy? was he 

not wher I told thee ? 
Cock. Yes, yes, even at Hobfilcher's house, by him 
that bought and solde me : 
A cup of ale had in his hand, and a crab lay in the 

fyer. 
Chad much a do to go and come, al was so ful of myer : 
And Gammer, one Siing I can tel, Hobfilcher's naule 

was loste. 
And doctor Rat found it againe, hard beside the doore 

poste. 
Ichould a penny can say something, your neele again 
to 73 fet. 
Gammer. Cham glad to heare so much, Cocke, then 
trust he will not let 

7>/«t.] fetched. So, in Cpthia's Bmitk, A. 1. S..2 : " Nay, 
" the o&er is better, exceeds it much : the inventioii is fsurther JH 
" too.'» 

Affain, ia Ascham's Toxof^nU, p. 15 : " And theiefore agaynst 
" a deeperate evill began to seeke for a deB|fentte remedie, which. 
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To help us herein best he can ; therefore till time he 

come, 
Let us goe in, if there be ought to get thou shalt have 

some. 



THE FOURTH ACTK 

The First Sceane. 

doctor rat. gammer gurton. 

Doctor Rat, A man were better twenty times be a 

bandog and barke, 
Then here among such a sort, be parish priest or clarke. 
Where he shal never be at rest, one pissing while '* a 

day. 
But he must trudge about the towne, this way, and 

that way. 
Here to a drab, there to a theefe, his shoes to teare 

and rent, 
And that which is worst of all, at every knave's com- 
mandment. 
I had not sit the space to drink two pots of ale. 
But Gammer Gurton's sory boy was straite way at my 

taile; 
And she was sicke, and I must come, to do I wot not 

what: 
If once her fingers end but ake, trudge, call for doctor 

Rat. 
And when I come not at their call, I only therby 

loose. 
For I am sure to lacke therfore a tythe pig or a goose. 

" waBfet from Rome, a shop alwayes open to any miscHief, as yoa 
" flhall perceive in these few leaves, if yon marke them well." 

Again, in Lyly*B Euphues, p. 33 : ** — that far fet and deere 
" benight, is good for ladies." 

^* — pisang tohiW] A proverbial expression used by Ben Jonson 
in his Magnetic Lady ; and Shakspeare, in The Ttoo GentUnwm of 
Vercntu &e Mr. Steerens's Note on ^e latter ; and Ray's CoUec- 
UmofPnwHm, It if also to be found ia Nash's Lenten 6iuf, 1599. 
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I warrant you when truth is knowen, and told they 

have their tale, 
The matter where about I come, is not worth a half 

peny worth of ale : 
Yet must I taike so sage and smothe, as though I were 

a glosier. 
Els or the yere come at an end, I shal be sure the 

loser. 
What worke ye, gammer Gurton ? hoow here is your 
friend doctor Rat. 
Gammer. A good Mr. doctor, cha troubled, cha 

troubled you, chwot wel that. 
Doctor Rat. How do ye, woman ? 'be ye lustie, or 

be ye not wel at ease ? 
Gammer. ^^ By gy^ master cham not sick, but yet 
chaye a disease. 
Chad a foule turne now of late, chill tell it you by gigs. 
Doctor Rat. Hath your browne cow cast hir calfe, 

or your sandy so we her pigs ? 
Gammer. No, but chad ben as good as they had, 
as this, ich wot weel. 

^By^«] In Shakspeare's Hamlet, Ophelia sings a song, in 
which tms adjuration is used : 

" ^ gy*f ^^^ ^y Saint Charity." 
And it is also to be found in Gascoigne's Poems, in Cambyses, by 
Preston ; and' in the comedy of See me and see me not, 1618 : 
*' Bygisse I swear, were I so fairly wed, he. 

See Mr. Steevens's Note on Hamlet. 

Dr. Ridley observes, there is not the least mention of any Saint 
whose name^corresponds with this either in the Roman Calendar, the 
service in Umm Sarum, or in the benedictionary of Bishop Atiiel- 
wold ; and supposes the word to be only a corrupted abbreviation 
of Jesus, the letters I H S being anciently all that was set down 
to demote that sacred name on altars, the covers of books, &c. 

It occurs also in the following passage of Erasmus's Praiae <f 
FoUe, by Chaloner, 1.^49 : " Lyke as many great lordes there l>e 
" who set so muche by them, as scant they can eate their meate, or 
" byde a minute without them, hyjysse a little better than they are 
" wont to doo, these frouning philosophers," &c. Sig. O 3. 

Again, in ^jhiut and kis England, 1582, p. 5 : " — unto whome 
" he replyed, shearing up his eyes by Jit sonne I accompt the 

cheere good which mainteineth healu, and the servauntes honest 

whome 1 finde faythfuil." 
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Doctor Rat. What is the matter ? 
Gammer, Alas, alas, cha lost my good neele. 
My ueele, I say, and wot ye what ? a drab came by 

and spied it, 
And when I asked hir for the same, the filth flatly 
denied it. 
Doctor Rat, What was she that— 
Gammer^ A dame, ich warrant you : she began- to 
scold and brawle ; 
Alas, alas, come hether, Hodge ; this wretche can tell 
you all. 



THE FOURTH ACTE. 

The Second Sceane. 

hodge. doctor rat. gammer. diccon. chat. 

Hodge, God morow, gaffer Vicar. 

Doctor Rat, Come on fellow, let us heare. 
Thy dame hath sayd to me, thou knowest of all this 

geare. 
Let's see what thou canst saie ? 

Hodge, By*m fay, sir, that ye shall, 
What matter soever here was done, ich can tell your 

maship : 
My gammer Gurton heare, see now, 

sat her downe at this doore, see now. 
And as she began to stirre her, see now, 

her neele fell in the floore, see now. 
And while her sta£fe she tooke, see now, 

at Gyb her cat to flynge, see now. 
Her neele was lost in the floore, see now ; 

is not this a wondrous thing, see now ? 
Then came the queane dame Chat, see now, 

to aske for hir blacke cup, see now : 
And even here at this gate, see now, 

she tooke that neele up, see now« 
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My gammer then she yeede^^, see now, 

hir neele again to bring, see now^ 
And was caught by the head, see now ; 

is not this a wondrous thing, see now ? 
She tare my gammer's cote, see now, 

and scratched hir by the face, see now, 
Chad thought sh'ad stopt hir throte, see now ; 

is not this a wondrous case, see now ? 
When ich saw this, ich was wrothe, see now^ 

and start betwene them twaine, see now, 
Els ich durst take a booke othe, see now, 

my g^ammer had bene slaine, see now. 

Ga$nmer, This is even the whole matter, as Hodge 
has plainly tolde. 
And chould fain be quiet for my part, that chould. 
But helpe us good master, beseech ye that ye doo. 
Els shall we both be beaten, and lose our neele too. 

Doctor Rat. What wold ye have me to doo ? tell me, 
that I were gone, 
I do the best that I can, to set you both at one. 
But be ye sure dame Chat hath this your neele 
found ? 

Gammer, Here comes the man, that see her take it 
up of the ground, 
Aske him your selfe, master Rat, if ye beleye not me, 
"" And helpe me to my neele, for God's sake, and saint 
Charitie. 



^ My ganuttgr thtn she yeede, tee fuw,1 She yeede, i. e. the went. 
So Chancer: 

" For alii yede oat at one ere, 

" That in that other she did lere." 

Romaunt cf ike Rou. 
The word ia also used by Spenser and Fairfax. 
^ And hUpe me to my neele, for God't sake, and saint C!haritie.] 
Ophelia sings : 

By Gis and by St. Charity, &c. 
On wmch Mr. Steepens observes, that St» Chtarky is a known 
saint among the Roman Catholicks. Spenser mentions her» 
Eclog. 5. 255 : 

" Ah dear Lord and sweet Saint Charity r 
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Doctor Rat, Come nere, Diccon, and let ub heare 
what thou can expresse. 
Wilt thou be sworne, seest dame Chat tliis woman's 
neele have ? 
Diccon. Nay, by S. Benit wil I not, then might ye 

thinke me rave.'® 
Gammer. Why did*st not thou tel me so even here ? 

canst thoa for shame deny it ? 
Diccon. I mary, gammer: but I said I wold not 

abide by it. 
Doctor Rat. Will you say a thing, and not sticke to 

it to trie it ? 
Diccon, Stick to it, quoth you, master Rat? mary, 
sir, I defy it.* 
Nay, there is many an honest man, when he sAche 

blastes hath blowne 
In his friende's ears,j he woulde be lothe the same by 

him were knowne : 
If such a toy be used oft among the honestie, 
It may beseme a simple man, of your and my degree. 
Doctor Rat, Then we be never the nearer, for all 

that you can tell. 
Diccon, Yes, mary sir, if ye will do by mine advise 
and counsaile. 
If mother Chat se al us here, she knowe how the mat- 
ter goes, 
Therfore I red you three go hence, and within keepe 

close ; 
And I will into dame Chat's house, and so the matter 

use, 
That or ye cold go twise to church, I warrant you here 
news. 

Again, in The DaumfaU (fRtibert Earl tfHtmHngtim, 160 f : 
'* Therefore sweet Master for Saint Charity" 

Note on Hamlett A. 4. S. 5. 
7^ rave] Barret, in hisAlvedHi, explains rave, " to talke like a 
** madde bodie." 

* I defy it] i. e. I refuse, den^ the charge. See Note IT, to 
The Four Prentices of London, vol. 6, p. 475. S. 
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She shall looke wel about hir, but I durst lay a pledge, 
Ye shal of gammer's neele have shortly better know- 
ledge. 
Gammo'. Now, gentle Diccon, do so; and, good 

sir, let us trudge. 
Doctor Rat, By the masse, I may not tsury so long to 

be your judge. 
Diccon, Tys but a little while man, what take so 
much paine ; 
If I here no newes of it, I will come sooner againe. 
Hodge. Tary so much, good master Doctor, of your 

gentlenes. 
Doctor Rat, Then let us hie inward, and Diccon 

speede thy busines. 
Diccon. Now, sirs, do you no more, but kepe my 
counsaite juste, 
And doctor Rat shall thus catch some good, I trust ; 
Bvt motiier Chat, my gossop, talke first with all I must. 
For she must be chiefe captaine to lay the Rat in the 

dust, 
(rod deven, dame Chat, in faith, and well met in this 
place. 
Chat. God deven, my friend Diccon, whether walke 

ye this pace ? 
Diccon. By my truth even to you, to leame how the 
world goeth. 
Hard ye no more of the other matter, say me now by 
your troth ? 
Chat. O yes, Diccon : here the old hoore, and Hodge 
that great knave. 
But in faith, I would thou hadst sene, O Lord! I drest 

them brave. 
She bare me two or three souses behind, in the nape of 

the necke. 
Till I made hir olde wesen to answere again, kecke. 
And Hodge, that dirty dastard, that at hir elbow 

standesy 
If one paire of legs had not bene wort^ two paire of 
hands, 
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He had had his bearde shaven, if my nayles wold have 

served, 
And not without a cause, for the knave it well deserved. 
Diccon. By the masse, I con ^^ the thank, wench, 

thou didst so wel acquite the. 
Chat, And th'adst seene him, Diccon, it wold have 
made the beshite the 
For laughter: the horsen dolt at last caught up a 

club, 
As though he would have slaine the master devill, 

Belsabub ; 
But I set him soone inwarde* 

Diccon, O Lord ! there is the thing. 
That Hodge is so offended, that makes him starte and 

flyng. 

Chat, Why, makes the knave any moyling,* as ye 

have seene or hard? 
Diccon, Even now I sawe him last, like a mad man 
he farde. 
And sware by heaven and hell, he would a wreake his 

sorrowe. 
Ad leve you never a hen alive by eight of the clocke to 

morow : 
Therfore marke what I say, and my wordes see that ye 

trust. 
Your hens be as good as dead, if ye leave them on the 
ruste. 
Chat, The knave dare as wel go hang himself, as go 

upon, my ground. 
Diccon* Wel, yet take hede, I say, I must tel you 
my tale round : 
Have you not about your house, behind your furnace 

or leade, 
A hole where a crafty knave may crepe in for neade ? 

^ cttti] So the edition of 1575. See Note, p. 30. 

* any moyUng] To moil signifies both to daub toUh dbrt and to 
weary • The irader must explain die word ttanding; in th0 passage 
btfore us as well as hecan. S. 
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Chat. Yes, by the masse, a hole broke down even 

within these two dayes. 
Diccon. Hodge, he intends: this same night to slip in 

there awayes. 
Chat. O Christ, that I were sure of itl in faith he 

shuld have his mede.^ 
Diecon, Watch wel, for the knave will be there as 
sure as is your crede ; 
I wold spend my selfe a shilling to have him swinged 
welL 
Chat. I am as glad as a woman can be of this thing 
to here tell ; 
By gog's bones, when he cometh, now that I know the 

matter, 
He shal sure at the first skip, to leape in scalding 

water: 
With a worse tume besides, when he will, let him 
come. 
Dieeon, I tell you as my sister, you know what 
meaneth mum. 
Now lacke I but my Doctor, to play his part againe. 
And lo, where he cometh towards, peradventure to his 
paine. 
Doctor Rat, What good newes, Diccon ? fellow, is 

mother Chat at home ? 
Diccon. She is syr, and she is not ; but it please her 
to whome : 
Yet dyd I take her tardy, as suble as she was. 

Doctor Rat. The thing that thou went'st for, hast 

thou brought it to passe ? 
Diccon. I have done that I have done, be it worse, 
be it better. 
And dame Chat at her wyt's ende, I have almost set 
her. 
Doctor Rat. Why, hast thou spied the neele ? quickly 

I pray thee tell. 
Diccon. I have spyed it in faith, sir, I handled my 
selfe so well ; 

^ tnede.'} Beward. Olwolete. It u a word used Vy Spenser, 
Shakapeaze, and ibe duef of oor ancient writers. 
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And yet the crafty queane had almost take my trumpe ; 
But or all came to an ende, I set her in a dumpe. 
Doctor Rat, How so, I pray thee, Diccon ? 
Diccon, Mary, syr, will ye heare? 
She was clapt downe on the backside, by Cock's mother 

dere. 
And there she sat sewing a halter, or a bande, 
With, no other thing, but gammer's nedle in her hande : 
As soone as any knocke, if the iBlth be in doubte, 
She needes but once puffe, and her candle is out : 
Now I, sir, knowing of every doore the pin. 
Came nycely, and said no worde, till time I was within. 
And there I sawe the neele, even with these two eyes. 
Who ever say the contrary, I will sweare he lyes. 
Doctor Rat. O Diccon, that I was not there then in 

ihy steade ! 
Diccoru Well, if ye will be ordred^ and do by my 
reade, 
I will bring you to a place, as the house standes, 
Where ye shall take the drab with the neele in her 
handes. 
Doctor Rat. For God's sake, do so, Diccon, and I 
will gage my gowne, 
To geve thee a full pot of the best ale h. the towne^ 

Diccon. Follow me butalitle, and marke what I say. 
Lay downe your gown beside you, go to, come on your 

way: 
Se ye not what is here ? a hole' whertn ye may creepe 
Into the house, and sodenly unwares among them 

leape ; 
There shal ye finde the bich-fox, and the neele together. 
Do as I bid you, man, come on your wayes hether. 
Doctor- Rat. Art thou sure, Diccon, the swil-tub 

standes not here aboute ? 
Diccon.' I was- within my selfe, hian, even now, there 
is no doubt. 
Go> softly, make bo noyse^ give me your fdote, sir J«»hn, 
Here will I waite upon you, tyl you come qui: anone. 
Doctor Rat. H^lpQy Pipcon,. out alas^ I shal be slain 
among them* 
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IHc€on» If they give you not the nedle, tel them that 
ye will hang them. 
Ware that, hoow my wenches, have ye caught the foxe, 
That used to make revel among your hennes and 

Cocks ? 
Save his life yet for his order, though he susteine some 

paine. 
Gog's bread, I am afraide they will beat out his braine. 

Doctor Rat. Wo worth the houre that I csune heare ; 
And wo worth him that wrought this geare, 
A sort of drabs and queans have me blest, 
Was ever creature halfe so evill drest ? 
Who ever it wrought, and first did invent it. 
He shall, I warrant him, ere long repent it. 
I will spend all I have without my skinne, 
But he shall be brought to the plight I am in ; 
Master Bayly I trow, and he be worth his eares, 
Will snaffle these murderers, and all that them beares : 
I will surely neither byte nor suppe. 
Till I fetch him hether, this matter to take up. 



THE FIFTH ACTE. 

The First Sceane. 

master bayly. doctor rat. 

Bayly, I can perceive none other, I speke it from 

my hart, 
But either ye ar all in the fault, or eh in the greatest 

part. 
Doctor Rat. If it be counted his fault, besides all 

his greeyes, 
Wh^9 » poore man is spoyled, .^nd beaten ;unong 

theeves, 
Tnen I confesse my fault herein, at this season ; 
But I hope ypu wil not judge so much against reason. 
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Bayly. And me thinkes by your owne tale, of all 

that ye name, 
If any plaid the theefe, you were the very same : 
The women they did nothing, as your words made 

probation, 
But stootly withstood your forciable invasion. 
If that a theefe at your window to enter should begin. 
Wold you hold forth your hand, and helpe to pull him 

in? 
Or wold 8* you kepe him out ? I pray you answere me. 
Doctor Rat. Mary kepe him out : and a good cause 

why. 
But I am no theefe, sir, but an honest learned clarke. 
Bayly. Yea, but who knoweth that, when he meets 

you in the clarke ? 
I am sure your learning shines not out at your nose. 
Was it any marvaile, though the poore woman arose, 
And start up, being afraide of that was in hir purse ? 
Me thinke you may be glad that your ^ lucke was no 

worse. 
Doctor Rat, Is not this evil ynough, I pray ypu as 

you thinke ? [Showing his broken head, 

Bayly. Yea, but a man in the darke, if chaunces do 

wincke. 
As soone he smites his father as any other man. 
Because, for lacke of light, descerne him he ne can. 
Might it not have been your lucke with a spit to have 

been slaine? 
Doctor Rat, I thinke I am litle better, my scalpe is 

cloven to the braine : 
If there be all the remedy, I know who beares the 

knockes.*' 
Bayly, By my troth, and well worthy besides to 

kisse the stockes. 
To come in on the backe side, when ye might go about, 
I know non such, unles they long to have their braines 

knockt out. 

81 you wold. •* you. •• kockes. 
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Doctdr Rat Well, wil you be so good, sir, as talke 
with dame Chat, 
And know what she intended, I aske no more but that. 
Bayly. Let her be called, fellow, because of master 
doctor, 
I warrant in this case, she wil be hir owne proctor : 
She will tel hir owne tale in metter or in prose, 
And byd you seeke your remedy, and so go wype your 
nose. 



THE FIFTH ACTE. 
The Second Sceane. 

M. BAILY. chat. D. RAT. GAMMER. HODGE. 

DICCON. 

BaUy. Dame Chat, master doctor upon you here 

complainethy 
That you and your maides shuld him much disorder. 
And teketh many an oth, that no word he fained. 
Laying to your charge, how you thought him to 

murder : 
And on his part againe, that same man saith furder, 
He never onended you in word nor intent ; 
To heare you answer hereto, we have now for you sent. 
Chat, That I wold have murdered him ! fye on him 

wretch. 
And evil mought he thee for it, our Lord I beseech. 
I wil swere on al the bookes that opens and shuttes 
He faineth this tale out of his owne guttes. 
For this seven weekes with me, I am sure, he sat not 

downe; 
Nay ye have other minions in the other end of the 

towne, 
Where ye were liker to catch such a blow 
Then any where els, as farre as I know. 

YOL. n. F 



66 GAMMER GURTOK's N££DLE. [aCT V.' 



Baily. Be like then, master doctor, your^ stripe 

there ye got not. 
Doctor Rat. ^'Thinke yoa I am so mad, that where 
I was bet I wot not ? ' 
Will ye beleve this queane, before she hath try*d it ? 
It is not the first dede she hath done, and afterward 
denide it.. 
Chat. What man, will yott say I broke your head? 
Doctor Rat. How canst thou prove the contrary ? 
Chat. Nay, how provest thou that I did the 

deade ? 
Doctor Rat. To plainly, by St. Mary. 
This profe, I trow, may serve, though I no word spoke. 

[Showing hU broken head. 
Chat. Bicause thy head is broken, was it I that it 
broke ? 
I saw thee. Rat, I tel thee, not once within thid fort- 
night. 
Doctor Rat. No, mary, thou sawest me not; for why? 
thou hadst no light ; 
But I felt thee for al the darke, beshrew thy smothe 

cheekes ! 
And thou groped me, this wil declare any day this six 
weekes. [Showing his heade. 

Bayly. Answere me to this, M. Rat, when caught 
you this harme of yours ? 
Doctor Rat, A while a go, sir, God he knoweth ; 
within les then these two houres. 



** you. 

^ Thiiikeyou I am to maa, that where I wa& hetl wot noi.] i. e. I 
know not. So A. 2. S. 4 : 

*' My tossing sporyar's neele, chave lost it toot not where."' 
A. 3. S. 3 : 

" Gammer, chave ben there as yoa bad, you wot ^el about what. " 
Massinger's Uimatural Combat, A. 5. S. 2 : 
** — this will keep me safe vet 
" From bein^^puird by the sleeve, ana> bid remember 
"Thethingi wof of." 
Wily hegtaled : 

** I was once in good comfort to have cosen'd a wench : and 
" wot' St thou what I told heiV 
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Bayly. Dame Chat, was there noue with you (con- 

fesse I faith) about that season 7 
What woman, let it be what it wil, 'tis neither felony 

nor treason. 
Chat.' Yes, by my faith, master Bayly, there was a 

knave not farre. 
Who caught one good philup on t^e brow with a 

dorebarre. - 
And well was he worthy, as it semed to mee : 
Bat what is that to this man, since this was not liee? 
Bayly. Who was it then ? let's here. 
Doctor Rat, Alas, sir, aske you that ? 
Is it not made plain inough by the owne mouth of dame 

Chat? 
The time agreeth^ my head is broken, her tong cannot 

lye; 
Onely upon a bare nay, she saith it was not L 

Chat, No mary was it not indeede, ye shal here by, 

this one thing. 
This aftemoone a friend of mine, for good-wil gave me 

warning. 
And bad me wel loke to my ruste, and al my capons 

pennes; 
For if I toke not better heede, a knave wold have 

my hennes. v 

Then I, to save my gobds, toke so much pains as him to 

watch ; 
And as good fortune served me, it was my chance him 

for to catch. 
What strokes he bare away, or other what was his gaines, 
I wot not, but sure I am he had something for his paines. 
Bayly, Yet telles thou not who it was. 
Chat, Who it was? A false theefe. 
That came like a false foxe, my pullain^ to kil and 

mischeefe. 

^ -^-ptdlaiti] Pooltiy. So^ in Fitzherbert's Bake of Hubandry : 
** — gvye thy jw^i/n— meate in the mozniag, &c.*' Again, in Your 
fine GaUaxOtt'- by Middleton : " — and to . see kow pittifiUly the 
** puHenytTil looke, it makes me after relent,. and tume my anger 
^ into Br quick fire to roast them." 
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Bayly, But knowest thou not his name ? 
Chat. I know it, but what than ? 
It was that crafty wcullyon Hodge, my gammer Gur- 
ton's man. 
Bayly. Cal me the knave hether, he shall sure kysse 
the stockes. 
I shall teach him a lesson for filching hens or cocks. 
Doctor Rat. I roarvaile, master Bayly, so bleared be 
your eyes ! 
An egge is not so ful of meate, as she is ful of lyes : 
When she hath plaid thispranke, to excuse al this geare. 
She layeth the fault oh such a one, as I know was not 
there. 
Chat. Was he not theare? loke on his pate; that 

shalbe his witnes. 
Doctor Rat. I wold my head were half so hole, . I 

wold seeke no redresse. 
Bayly. God Uesse you, gammer Gurton. 
Gammer. * God dylde you, master mine. 
Bayly. Thou hast a knave within thy house, Hodge, 
a servant of thine. 
The tel me that busie knave is such a filching one, 
That hen, pig, goose, or capon, thy neighbour can have 
none. 

87 ^^.cullycn] A baae contemptible feUaw. So, in Tom Tyler and 
his Wife, 1661, p. 19 : 

" It is an old saying, praise at the parting. 
" I tbink I have made the cuUion to wring. 
" I was not beaten so black and blew, 
'* But I am sdre he has ^ many new." 
Wily beguUed : 

" — but to say the truth, she had little reason to take a cidlion 
" lug loaf, milksop slave, when she may have a lawyer, a gentle- 
" man that stands upon his reputation in the country '" 
M assinger's Guardian, A. 2. S 4 : 

" Love live Severino, 
" And perish all such culUons as repine 
" At his new monarchy .*' 
And Bobadil, in Ben Jonson's Every Man m hk Humoiar, A. S. 
S. 5. when beating, Cob ezolakns : 
" You base cuUion yovu" 
* God dylde ymi] i. e. reward you* See note on Macbeth, edit, of 
Shakspeare, 1778. vol. iv. p. 482^ S. ' 
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Gammer, By god cham much ameved, to heare any 
such reporte : 
Hodge was not wont, ich trow, to have him in that 
sort. 
Chat. A theevisher knave is not on live, more filch- 
ing> nor more false ; 
^ Many a truer man than he hase hanged up hy the 

halse. 
And thou his dame, of al his theft thou art the sole 

receaver ; 
For Hodge to catch, and thou to kepe, I never knew 
none better. 
Gammer. Sir, reverence of your masterdome, and 
you were out a doore, 
Chold be so bolde, for all hir brags, to cal hir arrant 

whoore. 
And ich knew Hodge so bad as tow, ich wish me end- 

lesse sorow. 
And chould not take the pains to hang him up before 
to morow. 
Chat. What have I stolen from the or thine, thou 

ilfavor'd olde trot ? 
Gammer. A great deale more (by Gods blest) then 
chever by the got. 
That thou knowest wel, I neade not say it. 

Bayly, Stoppe there I say. 
And tel me here, I pray you, this matter by the way : 
How chaunce Hodge is not here? him wold I faine 
have had. 
Gammer. Alas, sir, heel be here anon ; ha be handled 
to bad. 



^ Many a truer marfthan he hase hanged up by t^ halse.] That is, 
many an honester man than he has been hanged up by the neck. 
Tnis, in the lapgu^ge of the times, signified honest ; and a true 
man was generally so called in opposition to a thief. See the 
First Part of Henry IV. Again, Hodge says, " Ich defy them al 
" that dare it say ; cham as true as the best." HaU, in the Glos- 
sazy to Douglas, is thus explained, *' the hawse, the throaty or 
" neclL, al AS and Isl. HaU collum, Inde to hal$ or hawse to 

embrace, ecUo dare brachia circvm.*' 



u 
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Chat Master Bayly, sir, ye be not such a foole, wel 
I know, 
But ye perceive by this lingring .there is a pad in the 
straw. 
^Thinking that Hodg his head was broke^ and that 
Gammer toold not let him come before them. 
Gammer. Chil shew you his face, ich warrant .the, 

lo now where he is ! 
Bayly, ^ Come on, fellow ; it is tolde me thou art a 
shrew I wysse ; 
Thy neighbour's hens thou takest, and playes the two 

legged foxe ; 
Their, chikens, and their capons to, and now, and then 
their cocks. 
Hodge, Ich defy them al that dare it say ; cham as 

true as the best. 
. Bayly, Wart not thou take within this houre in dame 

Chat's hens nest ? 
Hodge. Take there! no.master, chould not do't for 

a house ful of gold. 
Chat. Thou or the devil. in thy cote; sweare this I 

dare be bold. 
Doctor Rat. Sweare me no. swearing, quean, the 
devil 1 he geve the sorrow ; 
Al is not worth a gnat, thou canst sweare till to morow. 
Where is the harme he hath ? shew it ; by God's l>read. 
Ye beat him with a witnes, but the stripes light on my 
head. 
Hodge, Bet me ! Gog's blessed body, chold first ich 
trow. have burst the; 
Ich thinke, and chad my hands, loose callet, chould 
have crust the. 
Chat. Thou shitten knave, I trow, thou knowest the 
ful weight of my fist. 
I am fowly deceived, onles thy head and my doore-bar 
kyste. 

* Come on, fellow ; it is tolde me thou art a shrew / ioysse;'\ ' The 
v/oid' shrew at present is wholly confined to the female sex.- It here 
appears to have been equally applied to the male, and' signifies 
nat^ht or vncked. See Barret* s- Alvnrie, voce Shrewd, 
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Hodge» Hold thy chat, whore ; thou criest so loude, 

caa no man els be hard ? 
Chat. Well, knave, and I had the alone, I wold 

surely rap thy ^ costard. 
Baylg, Sir, answer me to this. Is thy head whole or 

broken ? 
Chat, Yea, master Baily, blest be every good token. 
.Hodge. Is my head whole? ich warrant you, 'tis 
neither scurvy nor scald : 
What, you foule beast, does think 'tis * either pild or 

bald? 
Nay, ich thanke God, chil not for al that thou maist 

spend. 
That chad one. scab on my narse as brodeas thy 
finger's end. 
Bayly. Come nearer heare. 
Hodge, Yes, that iche dare. 
Bayly. By our lady, here is no harme: 
Hodge's head is hole ynough, for al dame Chat's 
charme. 
Chat. By Gog's blest, however the thing he clockes 
or smolders, 
I know the blowes he bare awaie, either with head 

or shoulders. 
Camest thou not, knave, within this houre, creping into 

my pens, 
And there was caught within my hous, groping among 
my hens ? 
Hodge. A plage both on thy hens and thee? a carte, 
whore, a carte. 
Choold I were hanged as hie as a tree, and chware as 
as false as thou art. 

^ — eoHard,'] L e. the head. So, in Hicke Scomer : 
" I vryli rappe yoa on the eottard with my home." 

'Mr. Steeren's Note on Love Labour Lott, A. 3. S. 1. 
Again, in Ben Johnson's Taleofa Tub, A. 2. S. 2 : 
" Do yon mntter ! sir, snorle this way, 
" That I may hear and answer what yon say, 
"With my school dagger 'bout yoor eottard, sir.'* 
* Either piled or bald."] See note on King. Henry VI. Part I. 
Shakip. 1778, vol. 6. p. 192. S* 
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Oeve mj gammer again * her washical tbou stole away 
m thy lap. 
QamtMr, Yea, master Baily, there is a thing you 
know not on mayhap : 
This drab she kepes away my good, (the devil he might 

her snare) 
Ich pray you, that ich might have a right action on her. 
Chat. Have I thy good, old filth, or any such old 
sowe's ? 
I am t as true, I wold thou knew, as skin betwene thy 
browes. 
Gammer. Many a truer hath been hanged, though 

you escape the daunger. 
Chat^ vThou shalt answer (by God's pity) for this thy 

foule slaunder. 
Bayly, Why, what can you charge hir withal ? to 

say so ye do not weiL 
Gammer. Mary, a vengeance to hir hart^ the whore 

hase stoln my neeie. 
Chat Thy nedle, old witch ! how so ? it were almes 
* '■ thy soul to knock ; 
So didst thou say, the other day, that I had stolne thy 

cock. 
And rested him to my breakfast, which shal not be 

forgotten : 
The devil pul out thy lying tong, and leeth that be so 
• ratten. 
Gammer. Geve me my neele ; as for my cocke, 
chould be very loth, 
That chuld here tel he shuld hang on thy false faith 
and troth. 
Bayly, Your talke is such, I can scarse leame who 

shuld be most in fault. 
Gammer. Yet sl^al ye find no other wight, save she, 
by.bred and salt. 



* — her vHuhical] a comqKi<Mi of what do ypu call U. S. 

f —^ as true at skin betwene thy brwoes.^ a Proverbial phrase, used 
also by Dogberry ia Much adg abmt Nicking, Shaks, 1778, vol. ii. 
p. 326. S. 
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Bayly. Kepe ye content a while, se that your tonges 
ye holde ; 
Methinkes you shuld remembrey this is no place to 

sGolde. 
How knowest thouy gammer Gurton, dame Chat thy 
nedle had ? 
Gammer, To name you, sir, the party, chould not be 

very glad. 
Bayly, Yea, but we muste nedes heare it, and ther- 

fore say it boldly. 
Gammer. Such one as told the tale, full soberly and 
coldly. 
Even he that loked on, wil sweare on a booke, 
What time this drunken gossip my faire long neele up 

tooke: 
Diccon (master) the bedlam, cham very sure ye know 
him. 
Bayly. A false knave, by God's pitie ! ye were but a 
foole to trow him. 
I durst aventure wel the price of my best cap, 
®* That when the end is knowen, all wil turne to a jape. 
Tolde he not you that besides, she stole your cocke 
that tyde ? 
Gammer. No master, no indeede, for then he shuld 
have lyed ; 

** That when the end it knawen, aU toil twme to ajopeJ] Jc^ 
is generally used in an obscene sense, as in the Prologue to Grim 
the Collier of Croydon, toL XI. and Skelton's Song in Sir John 
Hawkin's History of Musick, yoI. III. p. 6. It here sifoifies a jett 
or joke. So, in the Prologoe to Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, 1. 705 : 
" Upon a day be gat him moremoneie 
" Than that the persone gat in monethes tweie. 
" And thus with fained flattering and jape«, 
" He made the persone, and the peple, his apes." 
And, in Batman upon narthoUmet 1535, as quoted by Sir John 
Hawkins, in his Hittory rf Mumk, vol. II. p. ftd : '* They kepe no 
" counseylli but th^y telie all that they here : sodeinly they laugh, 
" and sodenly they wepe : alwaye Uiey crye, jangle, and Jape, 
'* uneth they ben stylle whyle they slepe." 
Skelton'B Works, 1796, p. 5^36 : 

J^to,fa)M]iothym, he is no siKial fole. 
It is a solempae syie and SQlayne." 



« 
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My cocke is, I thanke: Christ, safe and wel a fine. 
Clmt. Yea, but that rogged colt, that whore, that 
Tyb. of thine. 
Said plainly thy cock was stolne, and in my house was 

eaten; 
That lying cut is lost, that she is not swinged and 

beaten. 
And yet for al my good name, it were a small amendes ; 
I picke not this geare (hear'st thou) out of my fingers 

endes. 
But he that hard it told me, who thou of. late didst 

name, 
Diccon, whom al .men knowes, it was the very same. 
Bayly. This is the case ; you lost your nedle about 
the dores ; 
And she answeres againe, she base no cocke of yours ; 
Thud in your talke and action, from that you do intend, 
She is. whole five mile wide. from that she doth defend. 
Will you saie she hath your cocke ? 
Gammer. No, mary. sir, that chil not. 
Bayly. Will, you confesse hir. neele ? 
Chat. Will I? no, sir, will I not. . 
Bayly. Then there lieth all the matter. 
Gammer. Soft master, by the way. 
Ye know she could do litle, and she cold not say nay. 
Bayly. Yea, but he that made one lie about your 
cocke stealing, 
Wil not sticke to make another, what time lies be in 

dealing. 
Iweene, the ende wil prove this brawle did first arise 
Upon no other ground, but only Diccon's lyes. 

Chai: Though some be lyes, as you belike have 
espyed them ; 
Yet. other some be true, by proofe I have wel.tryed 
thetn. 
Bayly. What other thing beside this, dame chat? 
Chat, *Mary feyr, even this, 
The tale I told before, the selfe.same tale it was his ; 
He gave me, like a frende, warning) against my losse. 
Els had my hens* be stoke eche one,- by God's crosse. 
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He toldeme Hodge wold come, and in he came indeede ; 
But as the matter chaunsed, with greater hast then 

speede. 
This truth was said, and true was found, as truly I 
• report, 
Bayly, if doctor Rat be not deceived, it was o- 

another sort. 
Doctor Rat. By God's mother, thou and he be a 

cople of suttle foxes ; 
Betweene you and Hodge, I beaire awaie the boxes. 
Did not Diccon appoynt the pl^ee, wher thou shuld*st 

stand to mete him ? 
* Chat Yes, by the masse ; and if he came, bad me 

not sticke to speet hym. 
Doctor Rat. God's sacrament! the villain knave hath 

drest us round about ; 
He is the cause of all this brawle, that dyrty shitten loute, 
When gammer Gurton here complained, and made a 

ruful mone, 
I heard him sweare that you had gotten hir nedle that 

was gone. 
And this to try he furder said , he was ful loth ; how be it 
He was content with small adoe to bring me where to 

see it. 
And where he sat, he said ful certain, if I wold folow 

his read. 
Into your house a privy waie he wold me guide and leade. 
And where ye had it in your hands, sewing about a 

clowte. 
And set me in the backe hole, thereby- to finde you 

out: 
And whiles I sought a quietnes, creping upon my knees, 
I found the weight of your door-bar, for my reward and 

fees. 
Such is the lucke that some men gets, while they begin 

to met,* 
In setting at one such as were out, minding to make al 

well. 

* — m«i] t. e« to meddle* S. 
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Hodge. Was not wel blest» gammer, to scape that 
scfoure? and chad ben there. 
Then chad ben drest^ belike, as ill (by the masse) 
as gaffer vicar. 
Bayly, Mary, sir, here is a sport alone ; I loked for 
such an end; 
If Diccon had not pla/d the knave, this had ben sone 

amend. 
My gammer here he made a foole, and dresthir as she 

was; 
And goodwife Chat he set to scold, ^^ till both partes 

cried, alas ! 
And doctor Rat was not behind, whiles Chat his crown 

did pare ; 
I wold the knave had ben starke blind, if Hodg had Dot 
his share. 
Hodge. Cham meetly wel sped alredy among's, cham 
drest like a coult ; 
And chad not had the better wit, chad been made a 
doult. 
Bayly. Sir knave, make hast Diccon were here ; fetch 

him where ever he be. 
Chat, Fie on the villain, fie, fie, that makes us thus 

agree ! 
Gammer. Fie on him, knave, with al my hart, now 

fie, and ^e againe ! 
Doctor Rat. Now fie on him, may I best say, whom 

he hath almost slaine. 
Bayly, Lo where he commeth at hand, belike he was 
not fare. 
Diccon, heare be two or three thy company cannot spare. 
Diccon, God blesse you, and you may be blest so 

. manie al at once. 
Chat, Come knave, it were a good, deed to geld the, 
by cockes bones. 
Seest not thy handi warke ? sir Rat, can ye forbeare him ? 
Diccon. A vengeance on those hands life, for my 
hands cam not nere hym. 

^ flcole. 
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The horsen priest bath lift the pot in some of these 

alewyves chayres, 
That bis head wold not* serve him, belyke, to come 

downe the stayres. 
Bayly. Nay, soft, thou maist not play the knave, 

and have this language to ; 
If thou thy tong bridle a while, the better mist thou do. 
Confesse the truth as I shall aske, and cease a while to 

fable. 
And for thy fault, I promise the, thy handlings shal be 

reasonable. 
Hast thou not made a lie or two, to set thesd two by 

the eares ? 
Diccon, What if I have ? five hundred such have I 

scene within these seven yeares : 
I am sory for nothing else, but that I see not the 

sport 
Which was betwene them when they met, as they 

themselves report. 
BayUf. The greatest thing, master Rat, ye se how he 

is drest. 
Diccon, What devil nede he be groping so depe 

in goodwife Chaf s hen's nest ? 
Bayly. Yea, but it was thy drif to bring him into the 

briars. 
Diccon, God's bread! hath not such an old foole 

wit to save his eares ? 
He showeth himselfe herein, ye see, so very ^'a coxe, 
* The cat was not so madly alured by the foxe, 
To run in the snares was set for him doubtlesse ; 
For he leapt in for myce, and this sir John for madnes. 

^ — a coxe,"] Minahiea, in Ms Dictionaiy, 1627 (as quoted by Mr. 
Toilet, in his Notes on Shakspeare, vol. V. p. 453.) says : ** Na- 
" tuzal ideots and fools have and stiU do accustome themselves to 
" weare in their cappes, cockes featheis, or a hat with a necke 
" and head of a cock on the top, &c." From this circmnstance, 
Diccon, probably calls Dr. Rat a coxe; that is, a coxcomb, an ideot. 

* — the eatwu not, ^c] See the History of Reynard the Fox, 
chap. 7, edit 1701. S. 
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Doctor Rat. »* Well, and ye shift no better, ye losel, 

lyther, and lasye, 
I will go neare for this to make ye leape at a dasye. 
In the king*s name, master Baily, I charge you set 

him fast. 
Dkcon. What ! fast at cardes, or fast on slepe ? it is 

the king I did last. 
Doctor Rat. Nay, fast in fetters, false varlet, ac- 
cording to thy deedes. 
Bayly. Master doctor, ther is no remedy, I must in- 

treat you needs 
Some ;othter kinde of punishment. 

Doctor Rat. Nay, by all halowes. 
His punishment, if I may judg, shal be naught els but 

the gallous. 
Bayly: That were to sore ;• a spiritual man to be so 

extreame ! 
Doctor Rat, Is he worthy any better, sir? how do you 

judge and deame ? 
Bayly: I graunt him worthy punishment,' but in no 

wise so great. 
Gammer, It is a shame,' ich tel you plaine, for such 

false knaves intreatJ 
He has almost undone us al; that is as true as Steele. 
And yet for al this great ado, cham never the nere my 

neele. 
Bayly. Can'st thou not say any thing to that Diccon, 

with least or most? . 
Diccon. Yea^ mary sir, thus much I can say wel, the 

nedle is lost. 

** Wdlf and ye ih^ no better, ye loeel, lither, and lasie,'] Lither is 
used sometimes foi weak or Umber, at other times lean or pale. 
Several examples of the former are collected by Mr. Steevens 
(Notes on Shakspeare, vol. YI. p. S^). 

Again, in Eupheus and his England, 1582, p. 24 : " For asthej 
" that angle for the tortoys, having once caught him, are driven 
" intq such a lythe7'nesse,^a,t they loose all their spirites, being be- 
" nummed so, &c." Of the latter, the following will serve as 
a proof. Erasmus's Praise ef Folie, Chaloner*s translation, 1549, 
Sig. F 2 : *' Or at lest hyre some younge Phaon for mede to dooe 
** the thynge, still daube theyr lither cheekes with peintynge, Stc." 
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Bayly. Nay, canst not thou tel which way that nedle 

may be found? 
Diccon, No, by fay, sir, though I might have an 

hundred pound. 
Hodge. Thou iier lickdish, didst not say the neele 

wold be gitten ? 
Diccon. No, Hodge ; by the same token jon were 
that time beshitten. 
For fear of hobgobling, you wot wel what I meane, . 
As long as it is sence, I feare me yet ye be scarce cleane. 
Bayly. Wei, master Rat, you must both leaine, and 
teach us to forgeye, 
Since Diccon hath confession made, an4 is so cleane 

shreve: 
If ye to me conscent to amend thisheavie chaunce, 
I wil injoyne him here some open kind of penaunce : 
Of this condition, where ye know my fee is twienty pence. 
For the bloodshed, I ■ am agreed with you here to 

ditipence ; 
Ye sball go quite, so that ye graunt the matter now to 

run. 
To end with mirth emong us al, even as it was begun. 
Chat» Say yea, master vicar, and he shal sure confes 
to be your detter, 
And al we that be hearcxpresent will love you: much the 
better. 
Doctor Rat. My part is the worst ; but since you al 
hereon agree. 
Go even to master Baily, let it be so for mee. 

Bayly. How saiest thou, Diccon, art content this 

shal on me depend ? 
Diccon. Go to, Mr. Baily, say on your mind, I know 

- ye are my frend. . 
Bay^f. Then marke ye wel ; to recompence this thy 
former action. 
Because thou hast offended al, to make the satisfaction, 
Before their faces here kneele downe, and as I shal the 

teach. 
For thou shalttake an othe of Hodge's leather breache ; 
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First for master doctor, upon paine of his cursse, 
Where he wil pay for al, thou never draw, thy pursse : 
And when ye meete at one pot, he shall have the first 

pull; 
And thou shalt never offer him the cup, but it be full. 
To goodwife Chat thou shalt be swome, even on the 

same wyse, 
If she refuse thy money once, never^to offer it twise. 
Thou shalt be bound by the same here, as thou dost 

take it, 
When thou maist drinke of free cost, thou never 

forsake it. 
For gammer Gnrton^s sake againe swdrne shalt' thou be. 
To helpe hir to hir nedle againe, if it do lie in thee ; 
And likewise be bound, by the vertu& of that, 
To be of good abering to Gib, hir great cat/ 
Last of al for Hodge, liie othe to scanne, ■ 
Thou shalt never take him for fine gentleman. 
Hodge, Come on, fellow Diccon, chalbe even with 

thee now. 
Bayly, Thou wilt not sticke to do this, Diccon, I 

trow? 
Diccon. No, by my father's skin, my hand down 
I lav it; 
Loke, as I nave promised^ I wil not denay it ; 
But, Hodge, take good heede now, thou do not be- 
shite me. 

[And gave him a good blow on the buttocke. 
Hodge, Gog's hart, thou false villaine, dost thou 

bite me ? 
Bayly. What, Hodge, doth he hurt the or ever 

he begin ? 
Hodge He thrust me into the buttocke with a bod- 
kin or a pin, 
I saie, gammer, gammer! 

Gammer, How now, Hodge, how now L 
Hodge, God's malt, gammer Gurton — — -• 
Gammer. Thou art mad, ich trow. 
Hodge. Will you see the defnl, gaihmer 



S-e. II.} ^AMMEJB. GURTOV*8 K££D|,S. 81 



Gammer, The devil, sonse ! Chd blesse u$. 
Hodge. Chould iche were hanged, gammer. 
. Gdmmer* Mary, se ye might dvesse tos, 
Hodge. Chave it, by the masse, gammer. 
Gamn&. Wliat, oo't my oeole, Hodge? 
Hodge. Your neele, gammer, your neele. 
Gammer* JKo^ fie, doat but dodge. 
Hodge. Cha found your neele, gammer, here in my 

hand be it. 
Gatnmer. ^^ For ai tiie loves on eardi, Hodge, let me 

see it* 
Hodge. Soft, gammer. 
Gojnmer. Oood HcMJge. 
Hodge, Soft, kh say, tarie a awhile. 
Gammer. Nay,;sweet H>odge, say truth, and not me 

bcigile. 
Hodge. •Cham sure on it; ich warrant you, it goes 

no more astray. 
Gammer. Hodge, when J speake so'fair, wilt stil say 

me nay ? 
^odgem Gomeare the light, gammer, this wel in faith 

good lucke : 
Chwas almost undone, 'twas so far in my buttocke. 



^ For-al pis. lows on earth, Hodge, let me eee it.] Forthe love of 
GocU of heaten, or any thing sacred, are adjurations frequently 
used at this day» and appear likewise to have been so at the time 
diis Play was written. From the indiscriminate use 6f them, 
it became customary on very earnest oceasions to-xequest ofaU loves, 
or for ail tft« laves on eartH Of these modes of ei^ression, Mr. 
Steevens hath produced the following examples : — conjuring his wife 
ef ail loves to prepare cheer fitting. — Honest Whore, p. 1. 
Desire hfan of all loves to come over quickly. 

Plantiis's Meweehmi, 1595. 
I pray thee /or all loves be thou my mynde s^s I am thyne. 

Acelastus, 1529. 
Mrs. Arden desired him cfaU loves to come back againe. 
HoIuiBhed*s Chronicle, p. 1064. Notes on Shakspeare, t«1« I. 
p. 279. 
Agam, 

Speak o/* a// laves. Midmimnor'.^ Nights Dream, A. 9, S. 3. 

VOL. II. o 
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Gammer. 'Tis min own deare neele, Hodge, 99 sykerly 

I wot. 
Hodge. Cham I not a good sonne, gammer, cham I 

not? 
Gammer. Christs blessing light on thee, hast made 

me for ever. 
Hodge. Ich knew that ich must finde it, els choold a 

had it never. . 
Chat. By my troth, gossyp Gurton, I am even as glad, 
As though I mine owne selfe as good a turne had. 
Bayly. And I by my conscience, to see it so come 
forth, 
Rejoyce so much at it, as three needles be worth. 
Doctor Rat, I am no whit sorry to see you so rejoyce. 
Dicton, Nor I much the glader for all this noyce. 
Yet say gramercy, Diccon, for springing of the game. 
Gammer. Gramercy, Diccon, twenty times ; o how 
glad cham 1 
If that chould do so much, your masterdome to tome 

hether. 
Master Rat, goodwife Chat, and Diccon together ; 
Cha but one halfpeny, as far as iche know it. 
And chil not rest this night, till ich bestow it. 
If ever ye love me, let us go in and drinke. 

Bayly. I am content, if the rest thinke as I thinke. 
Master Rat, it shal be best for you if we so doo. 
Then shall you warme you and drese your self too. 
Diccon, Soft, syrs, take us with you, the company 
shal be the more ; 
As proude comes behinde, they say, as anie goes before. 
But now, my good masters, since we must be gone« 
And leave you behinde us here all alone : 
Since at our lasting ending, thus mery we bee. 
For Gammer Gurton's nedle sake, let us have a 
plaudytie. 

** — tyherly'] Securely or certainly. So, In Chanoer^s TroUus and 
Cr09sida, 1. 3. 1. 833 : 
. " The drede of leaiog makitb him, that he 
" May in no paifite sihmeste ybe." 
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EDITIONS. 

*' A Ryght Pithy, Pleasaunt and Merie Comedie : 
** Intytukd Gammer Gurtdris Nedle : Played on Stage, 
'' not longe ago in Christes Colledge in Cambridge. 
** Made hy Mr, S. Master of Art Imprented at London 
** in Fleetestreat, beneth the Conduit, at the signe of 
*^ S. John Evangelist, by Thomai Colwell/' Printers 
Colophon : ** Imprinted at London in Fleetestreate, 
*' beneath the Conduite, at the signe of S. John Evan- 
gelist, by Thomas ColwelL 1576/' 
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A right Pithy, Pleasant and Merry Comedy, enti- 
** tnled Gammer GwrUnCs Needle ; Played on the Stage 
near a hundred years ago, in Chri$te'ColUge in Cam- 
bridge. Made by Mr. S. Master of Art. London. 
Printed by Tho. Johnson, and are to be sold by 
Nath. Brook, at the Angel in Comhil, Francis Kirk- 
** man, at the John Fletchers Head, on ^e backside of 
** St. Clements, Tho. Johnson, at the Golden Key in 
** Pauls-Church-yard, and Henry Marsh, at the Princes 
** Arms in Chancery lane, near Fleet-street. IBBl*" 
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John Lyly was born in the ' Wilds of Kent* about 
the year 1553, according to the computation of Wood*, 
who says, '^ he became a student in Magdalen-Col- 
'^ lege in the beginning of 1569, aged sixteen, or 
** thereabouts, and was afterwards one of the demies or 
*' clerks of that house." He took the degree of B.A. 
April 27, 1573 », and of M.A. in the year 1575^ ; and 
afterwards on some disgust removed to Cambridge, 
from whence he went to court, where he was taken 
-notice of by Queen Elizabeth, and had expectations of 
being preferred to the post of Master of the Re- 
vels ; which, after many years attendance, he was dis^ 
appointed off. In what year he died is unknown, but 
Wood says he was alive in the year 1 597. 

« Gildon. 

• « ^^Q southern district of Kent, wEich borders on Sussex and 
the sea," — these arc Gibbon's words^ — "was formerly overspread 
with the great forest Anderida, and even now retains the denomina- 
tion of the Weald, or Woodland." — In this district Lilly himself 
informs us he was bora. O. G. 

« Athen. Oxon. *i95, 
» Fasti, 108. 

* Ibid. 111. 

t — had expectations of being preferred to the post of master of the 
reveb ; which c^^ many years atUndance he was disappointed of.] The 
followiag petitions from Lilly to Queen Elizabeth, are copied from 
the Harleian Manuscripts in the British Museum, No. 1877, p. 71. 
I belieye they have not been published heretofore. 

A PETICION OF JOHN LILLY TO THE QUEENFS 

MAJESTIE. 

Tempara si numeres qua nos numeramus 
Nan venit ante suam Tiostra querela diem. 
Most gratious and dread soueraigne, I dare not pester your 
highnes with many words, and want witt to wrapp upp much 
matter in fewe. This age epitomies the pater noster thrust into the 
compasse of a penny ; the world into the modell of a tennis ball ; 
all science malted into sentence. I would I were so compendious 
as to expresse my hopes, my fortunes, my mterthirts, in two Billa- 
bles, as merchants do riches in fewe ciphers, but I feare to comitt 
the error I discomend, Tediousnes ; like one that vowed to search 
out what tyme was, spent all his, and knewe yt not. I was en- 
terteyned your majesty's servant by your owne gratious fauour. 
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He was an Author highly esteemed by his contem- 
porariesy by several of whom as Nash*, Lodge *^. 

•tren^ened vith condicioas, ih^t I should ayme all my coitfaas 
at the reuells (I dare not saye with a promise, but a hopefull Iteiu 
to the reuercion) for -which these ten yeres I haye attended with 
an unwearyed patience, and nowe I Imowe not what Ctahb tooke 
me for an Oyster, that in the midest of your sun-shine of yoorinost 
gratious aspect, hath thrust a stone betweene the shells to rate me 
aliue that onely liue on dead hppes. If yj6\a sacred majestie 
thinke me unworthy, and that, after x yeares tempest, I must att 
the court suffer shipwrack of my tyme, my witces, my hopes, Touch 
safe in your neuer-erring judgment, some plank orrefter to wafte 
me into a country, wherein my sadd and settled devocion I may, 
in euery comer of a thatcht cottage, write prayers instead of plaies ; 
prayer for your longe and prosperous life, and a repentaunce that 
I haue played the foole so longe, and yett like 

Qfud petimus jmbim ett, nee etican fnisar esse rtcuto, 
Sed precor ut potsem ndHus eae miser, 
JOHN LILUES SECOND PETICION TO THE QUEENE. 
Most gratious and dread soueraigne, tyme cannot worke my pe- 
ticions, nor my peticions the tyme. After many yeares seruice yt 
pleased your majestie to except against tents and toils: I wish 
that for tennts I might putt in tenements, so should 1 he eased of 
some toyles, some lands, some good fines or forfeitures, that should 
fall by the just fall of these most false traiters -, that seeing nothing 
will come by the revells, I may play upon the rebells. Thirteene 
yeres your highnes seruant, but yet nothing ; twenty freinds, that 
though they saye theye will be sure, I finde them sure to be slowe ; 
a thowsand hopes, but all nothing ; a hundred promises but yet 
nothing. Thus casting upp the inyen-tary of my freinds, hopes, 

S remises, and t^mes, the summa totahs amounteth to just nothing. 
ly last will is shorter than myne invencion, but three legacies, 
patience to my creditors, melancholie without measure to my 
nreinds, and beggerie without shame to my familie. 

Si placet hoc merui quod 6 tuafidmina cettent 
Virgo parens princepe. 
In all humUitie I entxeate that I may dedicate to your sacred 
majestie, lillie de tristibus, wherein shal be sene patience, la- 
bours, and misfortunes. 

Quorum U singula nostrum 
Frangere non poterant, paterant tamen omnia mentem. 
The last and the least, tiliat if 1 bee borne to haue nothing, I 
may haue a proteccion to pay nothinge which suite is like his that 
haveing followed the court tenn yeajres for recompence of his 
service, comitted a robberie, and tooke it out in a pardon* 
^ Apolo^ of Pierce Penniless, 4!to. 1593. 
Have with you to S'affiran Walden^ 4to. 1596. 
^ Wits Miseiy a&d Words Madness, 4to. 1596^ p. 57. 
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Webba^y and others, be was much complimented. 
Drayton, however, seems to have given his true cha- 
racter, when he says : 

** Xhe noble Sidney with this last arose, 
" That heroe for numbers, and for prose ; t 
^^ That thoroughly pac'd our language as to show, 
'^ The plenteous English hand in hand might go 
'^ With Greek and Latin, and did first reduce 
** Our tongue from Lily's Writing then in use; 
** Talking of stones, stars, plants, of fishes, flies, 
** Playing with words, and idle similies, 
** As th' English apes, and very zanies be 
'* Of every thing that they do hear and see, 
^* So imitating his ridiculous tricks, 
" They speak and write all like meer lunaticks."j 
Blount, who republished six of his Plays, speaks of 
him in a different manner, he says, ** Our nation are 
*^ in his debt for a new English which he taught themi. 
*^ Euphueg and his England began first that langus^e. 
** AH our ladies were then his scollers : and that beau- 
*^ tie in court, who could not parley Euphuesme, was 
" as little regarded as shee which now there speaker 
" not French." 

The principal work for which he was distinguished 
is, entitled •* Euphues. The Anatomy of Wit, verie 
** pleasant for all Gentlemen to read, and most neces- 
'^ sary to remember ; wherein are contained the de- 
'^ lyghts that Wit foUoweth in his youth by the plea- 
'^ santnesse of Love, and the happinesse he reapeth in 
" age by the perfectnesse of Wisedome. 4to. 1680." 
And this was followed by '* Euphues and his England, 
*' containing his voyage and adventures mixed with 
*^ sundrie pretie discourses of honest Love, the descrip- 
" tion of the Countrie, the Court, and the manners of 
*' that Isle. Delightful to be read, and nothing hurt- 
" full to be regarded ; wherein there is sm^dl offence 

^ Diflconne of English Poetry, 4to. 1686. 
X That heroe for numbers and for prose ;] A word Beems to be lost 
oat of this line. For the sake of metre, read 

That heroe both for numbers and for prose. S. 
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'' by lightDesse given to the wise, and lease occasion of 
'^ loosenesse proffered to the wanton* 4to. 1582/' 
He was also the Author pf the following Plays : 

1. Alexander and Campaspe, 1584, 4to. 1591, 4to. 

2. Endimion, 4to. 1591. 

5. 8appho and Phaon, 4to. 1591* 
A. Galatea, 4to. 1592. 

6. Mydas, 4to. 1592. 

6. Mother Bombie, 4to. 1594, 4to. 1597. 

7. The Woman in the Moon, 4to. 1597. 

8. The Maid her Metamorphosis, 4to. 160O. 

9. Love his Metamorphosis, 4to. 1601. 

The first six of these Plays were re-published by 
Edward Blount, in 12mo. 1632, under the title of 
" Sixe Court Comedies." 

Besides these, he was the Author of a piece, pub- 
lished in 1593, called '' Pap with a Hatchet, alias, a 
^^ fig for my Godson, or crack me this nut, or a Coun- 
'' try Cuff, that is, a sound box on the ear for the 
*^ Ideot, Martin to hold his peace. Written by one 
*' that dares call a Dog a Dog." Imprinted for John 
Oke. 
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Thet that fear the stinging of wasps, make fans of 
peacocks tails, whose spots are like eyes : And Lepi- 
duSy which could not sleep for the chattering of birds, 
set up a beast, whose head was like a dragon : and we 
which stand in awe of report, are compelled to set 
before our owl, Pallas' shield, thinking by her virtue to 
cover the other^s deformity. It was a sign of famine to 
£gypt, when Nylus flowed less than twelve cubits, 
or more than eighteen : and it may threaten despair 
unto us, if we be less curious than you look for, or more 
cumbersome. But as Theseus being promised to be 
brought to an eagle's nest, and travelling all the day^ 
found but a wren in a hedge, yet said this is a bird : so 
we hope, if the shower of our swelling mountain seem- 
ing to bring forth some elephant, perform but a 
mouse, you will gently say, this is a beast. Basil 
softly touched, yieldeUi a sweet scent ; but chafed in 
in the hand, a rank savour. We fear even so that our 
labours slily glanced on, will breed some content ; but 
examined to the proof, small commendation. The 
haste in performing shall be our excuse. There went 
two nights to the begetting of Hercules. Feathers 
appear not on the phoenix under seven months, and the 
mulberry is twelve in budding : but our travails are like 
the hare's, who at one time bringeth forth, nourisheth, 
and engendreth again; or like the brood of Trochilus, 
whose eggs in the same moment that they are laid, be- 
come bmls. But howsoever we finish out work, we 



crave pardon, if we offend in matter ; and patience if 
we transgress in manners. We haye mixed mirth with 
counsel, and discipline with delight; thinking it not 
amiss in the same garden to sow pot-herbs, that we set 
flowers. But we hope, as harts that cast their horns, 
snakes their skins, eagles their bills, become more fresh 
for any other labour : so our charge being shaken off, 
we shall be fit fqr greater matters. • Qut lest lijco the 
Myndians, we make our gates greater than our town, 
and that our play runs out at the preface, we here con- 
clude : wishing, that although^there be in your precise 
judgments an universal misiike, yet we may enjoy 
by jjpur wonted courtesies* a general sil^ce*, 

* Curtesies O. 6. 
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We are ashamed that our bird, which fluttereth by 
twilight, seeming a swallow, should be proved a bat, set 
against the sun. But as Jupiter placed Silenus^s ass 
among the stars, and Alcibiades covered his pictures, 
being owls and apes, with a curtain embroidered with 
lions and eagles, so are we enforced, upon a rough dis- 
course, to draw on a smooth excuse^ resembling lapi- 
daries, who think to hide the crack in a stone, oy 
setting it deep in gold. The gods supp'd once with 
poor Baucis ; the Persian kings sometimes shaved 
sticks ; our hope h, your highness will at this time 
l^nd an ear to an idle pastime. ^ Appion raising Homer 
from hell, demanded only who was his father ; and we 
calling Alexander from his grave, seek only who was 
his love. Whatsoever we present, we wish it may be 
thought the dancing of Agnppa's shadows, who in the 
moment they were seen, were of any shape one would 
conceive; or Lynces, who having a quick sight to dis- 
cern, have a short memory to forget. With us it is like 
to fare as with these torches, which giving light to 
others, consume themselves ; and we showing delight to 
others, shame our selves. 

^ Appion raiting Homer from hell, demanded only who was his 
father ;] *' Quaerat aliquis, que sint mentiti veteres Magi, cum 
^' adolescentibus nobis yisus Apion Grammatice ards, prodiderit 
" cynocephaliam herbam, que in ^gypto vocaretur osyrites, divi- 
" nam, & contra omnia venesicia : sed si ea erueretur, statim eum 
"qui eruisset, mori. Seque erocasse umbras ad percontandum 
" Homerum, qua patria quibusque parendbus ffenitus e&set, non 
" tamen ausus profiteri, quid subi respondisse diceret." C. Plin. 
Nat. Hist. I. zxx. c. 2. 
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Alexander, 

Hephestiok^ 

Clttus, 
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Diogenes, 

Melippus, 

Crisippus, 
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Cleanthes, 
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'Servants toe Diogenes, 
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Scene — Athens, 



ALEXANDER AND CAMPASPE,. 



ACT. I. SCEN. I. 

CLTTUS. PAaMENIO. TIMOCLEA. CAMPASPE. 
ALEXANDER. HEPHESTION. 

Clytus. Parmenioy I cannot tell whether I should 
more copamend in Alexander's victories, courage, or 
courtesy ; in the one being a resolution without fear, 
in the other a liberality above custom. Thebes is 
rased, the people not racked, towers thrown down, 
bodies not thrust aside ; a conquest without conflict, 
and a cruel war in a mild peace. 

ParrMnio, Clytus, it becometh the son of Philip to 
be none other than Alexander is ; therefore seeing in 
the father a full perfection, who could have doubted 
in the son an excellency ? For as the moon can borrow 
nothing else of the sun but light ; so of a sire, in whom 
nothing but virtue was, what could the child receive 
but singular ? it is for torquois ^° ta stain each other, 

' The sabject of this play is taken from Pliny's JVoturoi Hittory, 
lib. 55. c. 10. 

" Tantum erat anctoritati juzis in legem, alioqiiin iracandum : 
** qoanqnam Alexander ei honorem clarissimo prebuit ezemplo. 
" Namque com dilectam sibi ex pallacis snis pnecipue nomine 
" Campaspem nudam pingi ob admiiationem foimae ab Apelle 
" JQssissit, emnque turn pari captom amore sensisset, done earn 
" dedit. Magnus animo, major imperio sui, nee minor hoc facto, 
*' quam yictoria aliqua. Quippe, se vicit nee torum tantum sumn, 
*' sed etiam affectum donavit artifici : ne dilectae quidam respecta 
'* motus, ut qu» modo regis fuisset, mode pictoris esset. Sunt qui 
*' Venerem Anadyomenen iilo pictam exemplari purant.'^ 

^ Turqwu] In the first edition Turket. " Tuxquesis," says 
Malynes, in his TVeotiK rfihe Canktr of EngUmJPs Ccmmm'WtaUh, 
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not for diamonds ; in the one to be made a differeace 
in goodness, in the other no comparison. 

Clytus. You mistake me, Parmenio, if whilst I com- 
mend Alexander, you imagine I call Philip into ques- 
tion; unless haply you conjecture (which none of 
judgment will conceive) that because I like the fruit, 
therefore I heave at the tree ; or coveting to kiss the 
child, I therefore go about to poison the tieat. 

Parmenio. Ay, but Clytus, I perceive you are bom 
in the east, and never laugh but at the sun-rising; 
which argueth tho' a duty where you ought, yet no 
great devotion where you might. 

Clytus. We will make no controversy of that which 
&ere ought to be no question ; only this ^all be the 
opinion of us both, that none was worthy to be the 
father of Alexander but Philip, nor any meet to be'the 
son of Philip but Alexander. 

Parmenio. Soft, Clytus, behold the spoils and pri* 
soners ! a pleasant sight to us, because profit is jom'd 
with honour ; not much painful to them, because tkeir 
captivity is eased by mercy. 

Timoelea, Fortune, thou didst never yet deceive 
virtue^ because viiftue never yet did trust foituae« 
Sword and Hre will never get spoil, where wisdom and 
fortitude bears sway. O Thebes, thy walls were iBised 
by the sweetness of the harp, but rased by the shiill- 
ness of the trumpet. Alexander had never come so 
near the walls, had Epaminondas walk*d about the 
wafis ; arid yet might the Thebans have been merry 
in their streets, if he had been to watch their towers. 
But destiny is seldom foreseen, never prevented. We 
«re here now captives, whose necks are yoaked by 

ISmo. 1^1, " are found in MalahaTi^ being of T^qoeys color by 
" the iay time, and by night by the light, gieene ; they gTOwei:qpoiL 
*' a black 9totie, whereof retaining some little blacke veines 19 the 
.^tt^r." .*' It is," as Mr. Steevens observes, " said of the Turkey 
" stone, tikat it faded or brightened in its colour, as the health oi 
" the . "Nearer ■ increased dr grew less." (Note Oii Merdumt cf 
Ymhe, p. lie. vol. ill.) See also Dr. MorelFs Account of it, 
p. 417: of his Edition of Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, 8vo. 1737. 
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force, but whose hearts can Dot yield by death. Come, 
Campaspe, and the rest, let us not be ashamed to cast 
our eyes on him, on whom we fear'd not to cast out 
darts. 

Parmenio. Madam, you need not doubt, it is Alex- 
ander that is the conqueror. 

Timoclea. Alexander hath overcome, not conquer'd. 

Parmenio. To bring all under his subjection, is to 
conquer. . 

Timoclea. He cannot subdue that which is divine. 

Parmenio. Thebes was not. 

Timoclea. Virtue is. 
. Clytus, Alexander, as he tendreth virtue, so he will 
you ; he drinketh not blood, butthirsteth after honour; 
he is greedy of victory, but never satisfied with mercy. 
In fight terrible, as becometh a captain ; in conquest 
mild, as beseemeth a king. In all things, than which 
nothing can be greater, he is Alexander. 

Campaspe, Then if it be such a thing to be Alex- 
ander, I hope it shall be no miserable thing to be a 
virgin. For if he save our honours, it is more than to 
restore our goods. And rather do I wish he'd pre- 
serve our fame than our lives, which if he do, we will 
confess there can be no greater thing than to be 
Alexander. 

Alexander. Clytus, are these prisoners ? of whence 
these spoils? 

.CUfttu. Like your majesty, they are prisoners, and 
of Thebes. 

Alexander. Of what calling or reputation ? 
Clytus. I know not, but they seem to be ladies of 
honour. 

Alexander. I will know — Madam, of whence you are 
I know, but who, I cannot tell. 

Timoclea. Alexander, I am the sister of Theagines, 
who fought a battel with thy father, before the city of 
Chieronte," where he died, I say which none can 
g^nsay, valiantly. 

>i Chieronte] Cbieraide, in the first and second editions, 
vol. II. " 
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Alexaif^. Ladji there seem in your words sparks 
of jour brother's deeds, but worser fortune in your life 
^an his death : but fear not, iox you shall live with- 
out violence, enemies, or necessitY> — But what are you, 
fair lady 9 another sister to Theagmes? 

Campaspe, No sister to Theagines, but an humble 
handmaid to Alexander, born of a mean parents^e, 
but tQ e^tream fortune. 

Alexander, Well ladies, for so your virtues shew 
you, whatsoever your births be, you shall be honour- 
ably entreated. Athens shall be your Thebes, and you 
shall not be as abjects of war, but as subjects to Alex- 
ander. Parmenio, conduct the^e honourable ladies 
into the city, charge the soldiers not so much as in 
words to oner thaa any offence, and let all wants be 
supply*d so far forth as shall be necessary for such 
persons, and my prisoners. 

[Exeunt Parmenio and captives^ 
Hephestion, it resteth now that we have as great care 
to govern in peace, as conquer in war : that whilst 
arms cease, arts may flourish, and joining letters with 
lances we endeavour to be as good philosophers as 
soldiers ; knowing it no less praise to be wise, than 
commendable to be valiant. 

Hephestion, Your majesty therein sheweth, that you 
have as great desire to ntle as to sabdue ; and needs 
must that common-wealth be fortunate, whose captain 
i& a {^osophec, and whpse phik>sopher is a captain. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT. I. SCEN. II. 

MANES. GRANICHUS. PSTLLUS* 

Manes, I serve instead of a master, a mouse, whose 
house is a tub, whose dinner is a crust, and ^^ whose 
bed is a board. 

1' Whose bed is a board,"] The first and second editions read, 
whose boatd U a bed* . . 
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Psyllus. Then art thou in a state of life which phi- 
losophers commend. A crumb for thy supper, a hand 
for thy cup, and thy cloaths for thy sheets. For 
Natura paucis contenta. 

Granichus. Manes, it is pity so proper a man should 
be cast away upon, a philosopher; but that Diogenes, 
that dog, should have Manes that dog-bolt, it grieveth 
nature, and spiteth art ; the one having found thee so 
dissolute, absolute I would say, in body, the other so 
single, singular in mind. 

Manes. Are you merry ? it is a sign by the trip of 
your tongue, and the toys of your head, that you have 
done that to-day, which I have not done these three 
days. 

Psyllus. What's that? 

Manes. Dined. 

Granichus. I think Diogenes keeps but cold chear. 

Manes, I would it were so ; but he keepeth neither 
hot nor cold. 

Granichus. What theu, luke-warm? That made 
Manes run from his master the last day. 

Psyllus. Manes had reason ; for his name foretold 
as much. 

Manes.. My name ! how so, sir boy? 

Psyllus. You know that it is called Mons d tnovendo, 
because it stands still. 

Manes, Good. 

PsyUus. And thou art named Manes, H Manendo, 
because thou run'st away. 

Manes. Passing reasons I I did not run away, but 
retire. 

PsyUus. To a prison, because thou wouldst have 
leisure to contemplate. 

Manes. I will prove that my body was immortal, be- 
cause it was in prison. 

Granichus. As how ? 

Manes. Did your masters never teach you that the 
soul is immortal ? 

Grankhus. Yes. 

Manes, And the body is the prison of the souL 
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Granichus. True. 

Manes, Why then, thus to make my body immortal, 
I put it in prison. 

Granichus, Oh bad ! 

Psyllus. Excellent ill ! 

Manes. You may see how dull a fasting wit is : 
therefore, Psyllus, let us go to supper with Granichus ; 
Plato is the best fellow of all philosophers. Give me 
him that reads in the morning in the school, and ait 
noon in the kitchen. 

Psyllus. And me. 

Granichus. Ah, sirs, my master is a king in his 
parlour for the body ; and a God in his study for the 
soul. Among all his men he commendeth one that 
is an excellent musician, then stand I by and . clap 
another on the shoulder and say, this is a passing good 
cook. 

Manes, It is well done, Granichus ; for give me 
pleasure that goes in at the mouth, not the ear ; I had 
rather fill my guts than my brains. 

Psyllus. I serve Apelles, who feedeth me, as Dio- 
genes did Manes ; for at dinner the one preacheth ab- 
stinence, the other commendeth counterfeiting : When 
I would eat meat, he paints a spit ; and when I thirst, 
O, saith he, is not this a fair pot? and points to a 
table, which contains the banquet of the gods^ where 
are many dishes to feed the eye, but not to fill the 
gut. 

Granichus. What dost thou then ? 

Psyllus. This doth he then, bring in many examples 
that some have lived by savours, and proveth that 
much cfafiier it is to grow fat by colours, and tells of birds 
that have been fatted by painted grapes in winter ; 
and how many have so fed their eyes with their mis- 
tre88*s picture, that they never desired to take food, 
being glutted with the delight in their favours. ^^Then 

*3 Then doth he thew me counterfdtSf'] Counterfeit "was a teim 
formerly used for any kind of painting, but more especially for a 
portrait. Psyllus says above, " for a dinner the one ^eaoh'etb 
" abstinence, the other commendeth counterfeiting.*' 
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doth he shew me counterfeits, such- as have surfeited 
with their filthy and loathsome vomits, and with the 
riotous bacchanals of the god Bacchus, and his dis- 
orderly crew, which are painted all to the life in>his 
shop. To conclude, I fare hardly, tho' I go richly, 
which maketh me when I should begin to shadow a 
lady's face, to draw a lamb's head, and sometime to 
set to the body of a maid, a shoulder of mutton ; for 
Semper animus mens est in patinis,* 
Manes. Thou art a god to me : for could I see but a 

And, in Bekker'fl Strange Horserace, 16—. B.« : " — and more 
*' to di^ifie the conquerour, pictures, and eounterfets of all the 
*' citties, xnountaines, rivers, and battailes, from whence they came 
" idctors, were drawn in ensignes to the livelieBt portrature, all 
" supported before the triumpher." 
• A^jam, Arden if Fevenham, 1592 ; 

" I happen'd on painter yesternight, 
" The onely cunning man of Chnstendoome : 
** For he can temper poyson with his oyle, 
*' That who so lookes upon the worke he drawes, 
" Shall with the beames that issue from his siffht, 
'* Suck vennome to his breast and slay himselfe, 
" Sweet Ales he shall draw thy cmmterfet, 
** That Arden may by gaizing on it pensh." 
Green's HisUrrie rf Fryer Bacan and Fryer Bungay, 1650 ; 
'* Alter that English Henry by his Lords, 
*• Had sent Prince Edward's lovely counterfeit, 
" A present to the Castile Elinor, 
" The comly portrait of so brave a man, &c. 

Ibid. Sig. 6 2 : 

*' Seeing my Lord his lovely counterfeit, 
" And hearing how his mind and shape agreed, 
" I come not txoopt with all this warlike train, &c." 
Lyly's Euphues and his England, 1582, Dedication to the Ladies ; 
" Therefore in my mind, you axe more beholding to gentlemen that 
<* make the colours than to the painters that draw your counter- 

*^faiU, &c." 

lUd. p. 67 : " At last it came to this passe, that hee m paint- 
*« inff deserved most praise that could set down most colours : 
" wh^by ther was more contention kindled about the colour than • 
" the couwterfait, and neater emulation for varietie in shew than 
" workemanahip in swstance. 

Euphues, 1581, p. 55: "A certaine painter brought Appelles 
" the eomOerfaiU of a face in a table, ftc" 

* An expteMxm in one of the plays of Terence* S. 
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cook's shop painted, I would make mine eyes fat as 
butter. For I have nought but sentences to fill my 
raaw ; as, plures oceidit crapula quam gladiuM : musa 
jejunantihus arnica: repletion killeth delicately, ^nd 
an old saw of abstinence by Socrates : the belly is the 
heoiTs grave, I'hus with sayings, not with meat, he 
maketh ^* a gallimafrey. 

Granichus. But how do'st thou then live ? 

Manes, With fiue jests, sweet air, and the dogs alms. 

Granichus. Well, for this time, I will staunch thy 
gut; and, among pots and platters, thou shalt see 
what it is to serve Plato. 

PsyliMS, For joy of Granicus, let's sing. 

Manes. My voice is as clear in the evening as in the 
morning. 

Granichus, Another commodity of emptiness. 

SONG.^* 

Gran. O fbr a bowl of fat canary. 

Rich Palermo, sparkling sherry ; 
Some Nectar else from Juno's darry,* 
O these draughts would make us merry. 

Psil, O for a wench (I deal in faces. 
And in other daintier things,) 
Tickled am I with her embraces, 
Fine dancing in such fairy rings. 

Ma. O for a plump fat leg of mutton, 

Veal, lamb, capon, pig, and coney, 
None is happy but a glutton. 
None an ass but who wants money. 

** — a gaUimafrey.'] i. e. a medley. So, in Pierce PenilessB Sup- 
plicaHm to the Divell, 1592, p. 27. " — they mingled tkem all in' 
" one gallinuzfry of glory." 

Prologue to Wily begtdled, 1606: " Why noble Ceibenig» 
" nothing bat patch pannel staff, old gaUymawfries and jcottoii 
'*' candle eloquence. 

Gallimairfrey. Ap. Herod. 235,. 

i^This Song is restored from Blount's Edition of " Size Cburt 
** Comedies/' 1632. It is omitted in all the 4to Editions. 

* I suppose Graoichns means Juno's daily. S. 
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Cko, Wines (indeed) and girls are good, 
But brave victuals feast the blood, 
For wenches, wine, and lusty cheer, 
Jove would leap down to surfeit here. 



ACT I. SCEN* III. 

MELIPPUS, PlATO, ARISTOTLE, CRISIPPUS, CRATES) 
CLEANTHES, ANAXARCHUS, ALEXANDER| HE*- 
PHESTION, PARMENIO, CLTTUS, DIOGENES. 

Melippus, I had never such ado to warn scholars to 
come before a king : First I came to Crisippus, a tall 
lean old mad man, willing him presently to appear be- 
fore Alexander : he stood staring on my face, neither 
moving his eyes nor his body : I urging him to give 
some answer, he took up a book, sat down, and said 
nothing. Melissa, his maid, told me it was his man- 
ner, and that oftentimes she was fain to thrust meat 
into his mouth ; for that he would rather starve than 
cease study. Well, thought I, seeing bookish men are 
so blockish, and so great clerks such simple courtiers, 
I will neither be*partaker of their commons nor their 
commendations. From thence I came to Plato, and 
to Aristotle, and to divers others, none refusing ro 
come, saving an old obscure fellow, who, sitting in a 
tub tum'd towards the sun, read Greek to a young 
boy ; him when I will'd to appear before Alexander, 
he answer'd, If Alexander would fain see me^ let him 
come to me ; if learn of me, let him come to me; what- 
soever it be, let him come to me. Why, said I, he is 
a king ; he answer'd, Why I am a philosopher. Why, 
but he is Alexander ; ay, but I am Diogenes. I was 
half angry to see one so crooked in his shape, to be so- 
crabbed in his sayings. So, going my way, I said. 
Thou shalt repent it, if thou comest not to Alexander : 
nay, smiling, answer'd he, Alexander may repent it, if 
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he come not to Diogenes ; virtue must be sought^ not 
offered: and so turning himself to bis cell/ he grunted 
I know not what, like a pig under a tub. — But I must 
be gone, the philosophers are coming. [Exit. 

Plato, It is a difficult controversy, Aristotle, and 
rather to be wonder'd at than believed, how natural 
causes should work supernatural effects. 

Aristotle, I do not so much stand upon the appari- 
tion seen in the moon, neither the Dsemonium of So- 
crates, as that I cannot, by natural reason, give any 
reason of the ebbing and flowing of the sea, which 
makes me, in the depth of my studies, to cry out, O 
ens entium miserere met ! 

Plato, Cleanthes and you attribute so much to na- 
ture, by searching for things which are not to be 
found, tiiat whilst you study a cause of your own, you ^ 
omit die occasion itself. There is no man so savage in 
whom resteth not this divine particle, that there is an 
omnipotent, eternal, and divine mover, which may be 
call'd God. 

Cleanthes, I am of this mind, that the first mover, 
which you term God, is tlie instrument of all the mov- 
ings which we attribute to nature. The earth, which is 
mslss, swimmeth on the sea, seasons divided in them- 
selves, fruits growing in themselves, tlie majesty of the 
sky, the whole firmament of the world, and whatever 
else appeareth miraculous, what man almost of mean 
capacity but can prove it natural. 

Anaxarchus, These causes shall be debated at our* 
philosophers feast, in which controversy I will take 
part with Aristotle, that there is natura naturans, and 
yet not God. 

Crates, And I with Plato, that there isDetti optimui 
maximus, and not nature. 

Aristotle, Here cometh Alexander. 

Alexander, I see, Hephestibn, that these philoso-^ 
phers are here attending for us. 

Hephestion, They >« were not philosophers, if they 
knew not their duties. 

^Thaevtn ro<, &c.] The third and Blount's editions read' 
Them art ftot. 
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Jflexander. But I much marvel Diogenes should be 
so dogged. 

Hephesticn. I do not think but his excuse will be 
better than Melippus* message. 

Alexander. I will go see him, Hephestion, because I 
long to see him that would command Alexander to 
come, to whom all the world is like to come, — Aristotle 
and the rest, sithence my coming from Thebes to 
Athens, from a place of conquest to a palace of quiet, 
I have resolved with myself in my. court to have as 
many philosophers as I l\adin my camp soldiers. My 
court shall be a school, wherein I will have used as 
g^at doctrine in peace, as I did in war discipline. . 

Aristotle. We are all here ready to be commanded, 
and glad we are that we are. commanded ; for thatno«* 
thing better becometh kings than literature, which 
maketh them come as near to the gods in wisdom, as 
they do in dignity. 

Alexander. It is so, Aristotle ; but yet there is among 
you, yea, and of your bringing up, that sought to de- 
stroy Alexander : Calistenes, Aristotle, whose treasons 
against his prince shall not be borne out with the rea- 
sons of his philosophy. 

Ariitotle, If ever mischief entered into the heart of 
Calistenes, let Calistenes suffer for it ; but that Aris- 
totle ever imagined any such thing of Calistenes, Aris- 
totle doth deny. 

Alexander, Well, Aristotle, kitidred may blind thee, 
at^l a^Eectipn me; but, in kings causes I will not stand 
to scholars arguments. This meeting shall be for a 
commandment, that you all frequent my court, instruct 
the young with rules, confirm the old with reasons: let 
your lives be answerable to your learnings, lest my 
proceedings be contrary to my promises. 

Hephestion. You said you would ask every one of 
them a question, which yesternight none of us could 
answer. 

Alexander, I will.— Plato, of all beasts which is the 
subtilest? 

Plato* That which man hitherto never knew. 
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Alexander. Aristotle, how should a man be thought 
a God? 

Aristotle. In doing a thing impossible for a man. 

Alexander, Crisippus, which was first, the day, or 
the night ? 

CrU^us. The day, by a day. 

AlexcMder. Indeed, strange questions must hare 
strange answers. Cleanthes, what say you, is life or 
death the stronger? 

Cleanthes. Life, that suffereth so many troubles. 

Alexander. Crates, how long should a man live ? 

Crates. Till he think it better to die than to lire. 

Alexander. Anaxarchus, whether doth the sea or die 
earth bring forth most creatures ? 

Anaxarchus. The earth ; for the sea is but a part of 
the earth. 

Alexander. Hephestion, methinks they haye an* 
swer'd all well ; and in such questions I mean often to 
try them. 

Hephesiion. It is better to have in your court a wise 
man, than in your ground a golden mine. Therefore 
would I leave war to study wisdom, were 1 Alexan- 
der. 

Alexander. So would I, were I Hephestion. But 
come, let us go and give release, as I promised, to our 
Theban thralls. [Exeuni. 

Plato. Thou art fortunate, Aristotle, that Alexander 
is thy scholar. 

Aristotle. And all you happy; that he is your soye- 
reign. 

Crisippus. I could like the man well, if he could be 
contented to be but a man. 

Aristotle. He seeketh to draw near to the Gods in 
knowledge, not to be a God. 

Enter Diogenes. 

• 

Plato, Let us question a little with Diog^nes^ why 
he went not with us to Alexander. — Diogenes, thou 
did'st forget thy duty, that thou went'st not with us to 
the king. 
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Diogenes. And you your professioui that you went 
to the king. 

Plato. Thou tak'st as great pride to be peevish, as 
others do glory to be virtuous. 

Diogenes, And thou as great honour, being a philo- 
sopher, to be thought court-like, as others shame, that 
be courtierB, to be accounted philosophers. 

Aristotle, These austere manners set aside, it is well 
known' that thou didst counterfeit money. 

Diogenes. And thou thy manners, in that thou didst 
not counterfeit money. 

Aristotle, Thou hast reason to contemn the court, 
being, both in body and mind, too crooked for a 
courtier. 

Diogenes. As good be crooked, and endeavour to 
make myself straight from the court, as to be straight, 
and learn to be crooked at the court. 

Crates. Thou think'st it a grace to be opposite 
against Alexander. 

Diogenes. *^ And thou to be jump with Alexander. 

Anaxarthus, Let us go ; for in contemning him, we 
shall better please him, than in wondering at him» 

Aristotle. Plato, what do'stthou think of Diogenes? 

Plato. To be Socrates, furious. Let us ^o. 

\Exeunt Philosoph. 

^ And thmt to be Jump toiA AUxander.'] To be Jump, is to agree. 
So, in Pierce Penilesse his Supplication to the Divell, p. 99 : " Not 
" two of them jump in one tale.'* 

Shakspeare's Bichard III. A. 3. S. 1 : 

" No more can you disting^aish of a man, 

" Than of his outward sh^ ; which, God he knows, 
\ ** Seldom, or never, jumpetA with the heart.'* 

Tarlton's Newes of Purgatory, 1630, p. 31 : " Masse Vickar 
" assoone as hee saw these had a reach in his head and Jumpt with 
** the travailler to buie one ; a price was pitcht, &c." 

It is a common phrase even at present to say, Grsat wits Jump, 
when two persons concur in the same thought without any commu- 
nication with each other. 
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ACT. II. SCEN. I. 

DIOOENESy PSTLLirSy MAKES, GRANICH08. 

PsyUui. Behold, Manes, where thy master is, seek-; 
ing either for bones for his dinner, or pins for his 
sleeves. I will go salute him. 

Manes, Do so ; but mum, aot a word that you saw 

Manes. 
Granichus. Then stay thou behind, and I will go 

with Psyllus* 
PtyUui, All hail, Diogenes, to your proper person. 
Diogenes, All hate to thy peevish conditions. 
Granichus. O dc^ ! 

PsyUus, What do'st thou seek for here i 
Diogenes* For a man, and a beast. 
Granichus, That is easy, without thy light, to be 

found — be not all these men ? 
Diogenes. Call'd men. 

Granichus. What beast is it Uiou look'st for ? 
Diogenes. The beast my man, Manes. 
Psyllus. He is a beast, indeed, that will serve thee, 
Diogenes. So is he that begat thee. 
Granichus. What would'st thou do, if thou should'st 

find Manes? 
Diogenes. Give him leave to do as he hath done 

before. 
Granichus. What's that? 
Diogenes. To run away, 
Psyllus. Why, hast thou no need of Manes ? 
Diogenes. It were a shame for Diogenes to have need 
of Manes, and for Manes to have no need of Diogenes. 
Granichus, But put the case he were gone, wottld'st 

thou entertain any of us two ? 
Diogenes. Upon condition. 
Psyllus. What? 
Diogenes, That you should tell me wherefore any of 

you both were good. 
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Grartichus, Why, I am a scholar, and well seen in 
philosophy. 

Psyllus. And I a 'prentice, and well seen in painting. 

Diogenes, Well then, Granichus, be thou a painter 
to amend thine ill face; and thou, Psyllus, a phi- 
losopher, to correct thine evil manners. — But who is 
tliat, Manes? 

Manes. I care not who 1 were, so I were not Manes. 

Manes, You are taken tardy. 

Psytlus, Let us slip aside, Granichus, to see the 
salution between Manes and his master. 

Diogenes, Manes, thou know'st the last day I threw 
away my dish, to. drink in my hand, because it was su- 
perfluous ; now I am determined to put away my man, 
and serve myself : quia non^ egeo tui vel te. 

Manet. Master, you know a while ago I ran away ; 
80 do I mean to do again: quia scio tibi nan esse 
argentum. 

Diogenes. I know I have no money, neither will I 
have ever a man ; for I was resolv'd long since to put 
away both my slaves, money and Manes. 

Manes. So was I determined to shake off both my 
dogs, hunger and Diogenes. 

Psyllus. ^*0 sweet consent between a crowd and a 

Jew's harp ! 
Granichus. Come, let us reconcile them. 
Psyllus, It shall not need, for this is their use : now 
do they dine one upon another. [Exit Diogenes, 

>* O tweet content between a crowd and a Jew't harp /] The word 
crowd is -an antient word for a fiddle, and a crowder a player on 
that instniment. It appears from Junius's Etymologicon, in voce, 
and'firom Spehnan's Glot8ary,vxrotta, that it is atermof conaidera- 
Ud antiquity, but it is very doubti^ whether it had originally 
^e same meaning we now assign to it. Probably it might mean 
a musical instrument, Tery di&rent from the violin. See Gent. 
Mw. 1757, p. 561. 

Ben Jonson's Cynthidt ReoeU, A. 1. S.. 1 : ". — a laquey that 
" nms on errands for hipi, and can whisper a light message to 
" a loose wench with some round volubility, wait mannerly at a 
** table with a trencher, and warble upon a crowd a little, fill out 
'* Nectar when Ganymede's away, &c. 
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Gramchus, How now, Manes, art thou gone from 

thy master ? 
Manes, No, I did but now bind myself to him. 
PsylLus, Why, you were at mortal jars. 
Manes. In faith, no ; we brake a bitter jest one upon 

' another. 
Granichus. Why, thou art as dogged as he. 
Psy lilts. My father knew them both littte whelps. 
Manes, Well, I will hie me after my master. 
Granicktis, Why, is it supper-time with Diogenes ? 
Manes, Ay, with him at all times when he hath 

meat. 
Psyllus, Why then, erery man to his home ; and let 
us steal out again anon. 

Granichus, Where shall we meet ? 

Psyllus, Why, at Ala vendibili suspensa kadera non 

est opus. 
Manes. O Psyllus, habeo ie loco parentiSy thou 

blessest me. [Exetmt, 



ACT. II. SCEN. ir. 

ALEXANDER, HKPHESTION, PAGE, DIOGENES, 

APELLES. 

Alexander. Stand aside, sir boy, till you be calFd.— 
Hephestion, how do you like the sweet face of Cam- 
paspe? 

Hephestion. I cannot but commend the stout cou- 
rage of Timoclea. 

Alexander, Without doubt, Campaspe had some 
great man to her father. • 

Hephestion You know Timoclea had Theagines to 
her brother. 

Alexander. Timoclea still in thy mouth! art thou, 
not in love ? 

Hephestion, Not I. 
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Alexander. Not with Timoclea you mean ; >» wherein 
you resemble the lapwing, who crieth most where her 
nest is not. And so, you lead me from espying your 
love with Campaape, you cry Timoclea. 

Hephestion, Could I as well subdue kingdoms, as I 
can my thoughts, or where I as far from ambition as 
I am from love, all the world would account me M 
valiant in arms, as I know myself moderate in aBTection. 

Alexander. Is )ove a vice ? 

Hephestion, It is no virtue. 

Alexander. Well^ now shalt thou see what small 
difference I make between Alexander and Hephestion. 
And since thou hast been always partaker of my tri- 
umphs, thou shalt be partaker of my torments : I love, 
Hephestion, I love Campaspe ; a ^ing far unfit for a 
Macedonian, for a king, for Alexander. Why hangest 
thou down thy head, Hephestion, blushing to hear that 
which I am not ashamed to tell? 

Hephestion. Might my words crave pardon, and tny 
counsel credit, I would both discharge the duty of a 

19 — wherein you resemble the lapwing, who crieth most where her 
nest is not.'} This simile occurs in our ancient writers p'^baps 
more fireqaendy than any other which can be pointed out. 

In the Old Law, by Massinger, Middleton, and Rowley, A. 4. 
S. 3: 

" H'as the lapwing's cunning, I am afraid my lo^d, 
" That cries most when she's farthest from the nest." 

The Witch of Edmonton, 1638, by Rowley, Dekker, and Ford, 
A. 2. S. S : " like to the lapwing have you all this while deluded 
** mel pretending eounterf^ senses for your discontent, and new 
" at last it is by chance stole from you." 

Rowley's Search for Money, 1609, p. 22 : " — yet it may be this 
" sir, dealt like a lapwing with us, and cryed furthest of the nest." 

lite Bel-man's night walkes,tibj Dekker : ** It hath the head of a 
" man (the face well bearded), the eyes of a hawke, the tongue 
** of a lapwing which saies heere it is, when the nest is a good 
"way off." 

iMe himself also uses it in the Epistle Dedicatorie to Euphues and 
his England, 1582 : " And in this I resemble the lapwing, who 
" fearing her young ones to be destroyed by passengers, flieSh with 
" a false crie farre from the neasts, malong those that look for 
" them seeke where they are not." 

See other examples in the Notes of Mr. Steevens, Mr. Smith, 
and Dr. Grey, to Shakspeare, vol. 11. p. 28 and 215. 
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subject or SO I am, and the office of a friend, for so I 
will. 

Alexander, Speak, Hephestion; for whatsoever is 
spoken, Hephestion speaketh to Alexander. 

Hephestion.. I cannot tell, Alexander, whether the 
report be more shameful to be heard, or the cause 
sorrowful to be believed? What, is the son of Philip, 
king of Macedon, become the subject of Campaspe, 
the captive of Thebes ? Is that mind, whose greatness 
the world could not contain, drawn within the compass 
of an idle alluring eye ? Will you handle the spindle 
with Hercules, when you should shake the spear with 
Achilles ? ^ Is the warlike sound of drum and trump 
turned to the soft noise of lyre and lute ? the neighing 
of barbed steeds *, who^e loudness filled the air with 
terror, and whose breaths dimned the sun with smoak, 
converted to delicate tunes and amorous glances ? 
Alexander, that soft and yielding mind should not be 
in him, whose hard and unconquered heart hath made 
so many yield. But you love: ah grief! but whom? 
Campaspe? ah shame! a maid forsooth unknown, un- 
noble, and who can tell whether immodest? whose eyes 
are framed by art to enamour, and whose heart was 
made by nature to enchant. Ay, but she is beautiful ; 
yea, but not therefore chaste. Ay, but she is comely 
in all parts of the body ; yea, but she may be crooked 
in some part of the mind : ay, but she is wise : yea, but 
she is a woman. Beauty is like the blackberry, which 
seemeth red when it is not ripe, resembling precious 
stones that are polished with honey, which the smoother 
they look, the sooner they break. It is thought won- 

•• 

. ^ ff the toarUke tound, &c.] So, in Sbakspeaie's Richard III. 
A. l.S. 1: 

** Grim i^isag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front ; 
" And now, — ^instead of movmting barbed steeds, 
" To fright the tiouls of fearful adversaries, — 
" He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
" To the lascivious pleasing of a lute*" 

* barbed steeds.'] See Note 41 to The Four Prentices of London, 
vol. VI. p. 514. S. 
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derful amon^ tlie seamen, that mugil*, of all fishes the* 
swiftest, is found in the belly of the Bret, of all the 
slowest : and shall it not seem monstrous to wite men^ 
that the heart of the greatest conqueror of the world 
should be found in the hands of the weakest creature 
of nature? of a woman? of a captire? Ermins have 
fair skins, but foul livers ; sepulchres fresh colours but 
rotten bones ; women fair faces, but false hearts. Re- 
member, Alexander, thou hast a camp to govern, not 
a chamber ; fall not from the armour of Mars to the 
arms of Venus ; from the fiery assaults of war, to the 
maidenly skirmishes of love; from displaying thfteagl^ 
in thine ensign, to set down the sparrow. I sigh, 
Alexander, that where fortune could not conquer, folly 
should overcome. But behold all the perfection that 
may be in Campaspe ; a hair curling by nature, not 
art ; sweet alluring eyes ; a fair face made in des|>ite 
of Venus, and a stately port in disdain of Juno; a wit 
apt to conceive, and quick to answer; a skin as soft as 
silk, and as smooth as jet ; a long white hand, a fine 
little foot; to conclude, all parts answerable to the be:st 
part: what of this? thougot she have heavenly gifts, 
virtue and beauty, is she not of earthly metal, flesh and 
blood ? You, Alexander, that would be a god, shew 
yourself in this worse than a man, so soon to be both 
overseen and overtaken in a woman, whose false tears 
know their true times, whose smooth words wound 
deeper than sharp swords. There is no surfeit so dan- 
gerous, as that of honey, nor any poison so deadly, as 
that of love ; in the one physick cannot prevQril, noi in 
the other counsel. 

Alexander. My case were light, Hephestion, and not 
worthy to be called love, if reason were a remedy, or 
sentenceiir could salve that sense cannot conceive. 
Lhtte do jtn know, and therefore slightly do you re- 
'gAfd, the dead embers in a private person, or live cdals 
m a great prince, whose passions and thoughts do as 
far exceed others in extremity, as their callings do in 

* the mUgU»'} The mugil is the mullet 

" Quosdam maechos et mujilis intrat." — Juo* Sat. 10. S. 

VOL. II. I 
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majedty. An eclipse in the sun is more than the fall- 
ing of a star ; none can conceive the torments of a 
king, unless he be a king, whose desires are not infe- 
riour to their dignities. And then judge, Hephestion, 
if the agonies of love be dangerous in a subject, whether 
they be not more than deadly unto Alexander, whose 
deep and not to be conceived sighs cleave the heart in 
shivers ; whose wounded thoughts can neither be ex- 
pressed nor endured, si Cease then, Hephestion, with 
arguments to seek to refell that which with their deity 
the gods cannot resist ; and let this suffice to answer 
thee, that it is a king that loveth, and Alexander, whose 
affections are not to be measured by reason, being im- 
mortal, nor I fear me to be born, being intolerable. 

Hephestion. I must needs yield, when neither reason 
nor counsel can be heard. 

Alexander. Yield, Hephestion, for Alexander doth 
love, and therefore must obtain. 

Hephestion, Suppose she loves not ,you : affection 
cometh not by appointment or birth ; and then as 
good hated as enforced. 

Alexander. I am king, and will. command. . 

Hephestion. You may, to yield to lust by force ; but 
to consent to love by fear, you cannot.. . 

Alexander Why, what is that which Alexander may 
not conquer as he list ? 

Hephestion . Why, that which you say the gods cannot 
resist, love. • 

Alexander. I am a, conqueror, she a captive; I as 
fortunate, as she fair: my greatness may answer. her 
wants, and the gifts of my mind, the modesty, of hers : 

^ Cease then, Hephestion, loith argumeTiU to teek to refelt] i. e. to 
refute. So, in Erasmus's Praise ofFolie, by Clialoner, Sig, L 1 ; 
" Yea, so muche dooe rhetoriciens attribute to foolishenes, as 
" oftentimes wliat abjection by no arguments tnai be refelled, the 
" same yet with some laughing and scoffynge donceits thei wolde 
" have shifted of" 

Euphues and his England, p. 60 : '* But I will not refdl that 
" heere, which shall be confuted hereafter.'' 

Ibid. p. 98 : " — - and though I doubt not but that Maxtios is 
" suffici^titly armed to aunswere you, yet would I not have those 
" reasons refelled, which I loath to have repeated." 



SC. II.] ALEXANDER AKD CAMPASPE. 115 



Is it not likely then that she shonld love ? is it not 
reasonable ? 

Hephestion. You say that in love there is no reason, 
and therefore there can be no likelihood. . 

Alexander. No more, Hephestion ; in this case I will 
use mine own counsel, and in all other. thine advice: 
thou may'st be a good soldier, but never a good lover. 
Call my page. \^Enter Page,'\ Sirrah, go presently to 
Apelles, and will him to come to me, without either 
delay or excuse. 

Page, I go. 

Alexander , In the mean season, to recreate my spirits, 
being so near, we will go see Diogenes./ And see where 
his tub is — Diogenes ! 

Diogenes. Whocalleth? 

Alexander, Alexander — how happen'd it that you 
would not come out of your tub to my palace ? , 

Diogenes. Because it was as far from my tub to 
your palace, as from your palace to my tub. 

Alexander, Why then, do'st thou owe no reverence 
• to kings ? 

Diogenes, No. 

Alexander. Why so ? 

Diogeties. Because they be no Gods. 

Alexander, They be Gods of the earth. 

Diogenes. Yea, Gods of earth. 

Alexander. Plato is not of thy mind. 

Diogenes, I am glad of it. 

Alexander. Why? 

Diogenes. Because I would have none of Diogenes's 
mind, but Diogenes. 

Alexander. If Alexander have any thing that may 
pleasure Diogenes, let me know, and take it. 

Diogenes, Then take not from me that you cannot 
give me» the light of the world. 

Alexander, What do'st thou want ? 

Diogenes, Nothing that you have. 

Alexander. I have the world at command. 

Diogenes, And I in contempt ' ^ 

Alexander. Thou shalt live no longer than I will* 
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Diogenes, But I shall die whether you will or no. 

Alexander. How should one learn to be content ? 

Diogenes. Unlearn to coyet. 

Alexander, Hephestion, were I not Alexander, I 
would wish to be Diogenes. 

Hephesiion, He is dogged, but discreet; I cannot 
tell how : sharp with a kind of sweetness, full of wit, 
yet too too wayward. 

Alexander, Diogenes, when I come this way again, 
I will both see thee and confer with thee. 

Diogenes, Do. 

Alexander. ButherecometkApelles. [En^er.^f^ffe«.] 
How now, Apelles, is Venus^s face yet finished ? 

Apelles. Not yet : beauty is not so soon shadow'd, 
whose perfection coroeth not v^thin the compass either 
of cunning or of colour. 

Alexander. Well, let it rest unperfect; and come 
you with me, where I will shew you that finished by 
nature, that you have been trifling about by art. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT. III. SCEN. I. 



APELLES, CAMPASPE. 



Apelles. Lady, I doubt whether there be aay< colour 
so fresh, that may shadow a countenance so, fair. 

Campaspe. Sir, I thought you had been commanded 
to paint with your hand, not to glose with your tongue^*. 
But, as I have heard, it is the hardest thing.in pamting 
to set down a hard favour, which maketh you to debpair 
of my face ; and then shaU you have as great thanks 
to spare your labour, as to discredit your art. 

^ — not to glose with your tongue.]. To gUm is to.fla,tt«r(>v. So, ia 
Euphues and his England, p. 75 : " — but wU beleeve but what they 
** list, and in extolling theiri beauties, they give more credife to 
" their owne glasses^ tiuui WBoa^glosit,*- 
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jipelles. Mistress, you neither differ from yourself, 
nor your sex ; for, knowing your own perfection, you 
seem to dispraise that which men most commend, draw- 
ing them by that mean into an admiration, where feeding 
themselves, they fall into an extasy; your modesty 
being the cause of the one, and of the other your per- 
fections. 

CampcLspe. I am too young to understand your 
speech, tho' old enough to withstand your device ; you 
have been so long used to colours, you can do nothing 
but colour. 

Apelles, Indeed the colours I see, I fear, will alter 
the colour I have. But come, madam, will you draw 
near? for Alexander will be here anon. — Psyllus, stay 
you here at the window : if any inquire for me, answer 
Non luhet esse doniL' [Exeunt. 



ACT. III. SCEN. II, 



FSTLLUS, MANES. 



Psyllus, It is always my master's fashion, when any 
fair gentlewoman is to be drawn within, to make me 
stay without. But if he should paint Jupiter like a bull, 
like a swan, like an eagle, then must Psyllus with one 
hand grind colours, and with the other hold the candle. 
But let him alone, the better he shadows her face, the 
more will he burn his own heart. And now, if any 
man could meet with Manes, who, I dare say, looks as 
lean as if Diogenes dropt out of his nose — 

Manes. And here comes Manes, who hath as much 
meat in his maw, as thou hast honesty in thy head. 

Psyllus, Then I hope thou art very hungry. 

Manes. They that know thee, know that. 

Psyllus. But do'st thou not remember, that we have 
certain liquor to confer )^thal ? 



118 ALEXANDER AKD CAMFASPE. [aCT III. 



Manes. Ay, but I have business; I must go cry a 
thing. 

Fsyllus. Why, what hast thou lost ? 

Manes. That which I never had, my dinner. 

Psyllus. Foul lubber, wilt thou *cry for thy dinner? 

Manes. I mean I must cry, not as one would say cry, 
but cry, that is, make a noise. 

Psyllus, Why, fool, that is all one ; for if thou cry, 
thou must neeas make a noise. 

Manes, Boy, thou art deceived. Cry hath divers 
significations, and may be alluded to many things; 
Knave but one, and can be apply'd but to thee. 

Psyllus. Profound Manes! 

Manes. We Cynicks are mad fellows; did'st Aou 
not find I did quip thee ? 

Psyllus. No verily ; why, what's a quip ? 

Manes. fWe great girders call it a short saying of a 
sharp wit, with a bitter sense in a sweet word. 

Psyllus. How canst thou thus divine, divide, define, 
dispute, and all on the sudden ? 

Manes. Wit will have his swing: I am bewitch'd, 
inspired, inflam'd, infected. 

Psyllus. Well, then will not I tempt thy gibing spirit. 

Manes. Do not, Psyllus ; for thy dull head will be 
but a grind-stone for my quick wit, which if thou whet 
with over-thwarts, periisHy actum est de te. I have drawn 
blood at one's brains with a bitter bob. 

Psyllus. Let me cross myself; for I die, if I cross 
thee. 

Manes. Let me do my business ; I myself am afraid, 
lest my wit should wax warm, and then must it needs 



• In old copy thug. 

Foul lubber, wilt thou crie for thy dinner ? 

I mean I must crie, not as one would say cry, but crie, that is 
make a noyse. O. G. 

t We great girdersJ] t. e. We who are much addicted to satirical 
reflections. faJstaif complains of being girded at; and Lucentio, 
in the Taming of the Shrew, last scene, says, 

" I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio." S. 
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consume some hard head with fine and pretty jests. I 
am sometimes in such a vein, that for want of some dull 
pate to work on, I begin to gird myself. - 

Pfyllus. The Gods shield me from such a fine fellow, 
whose words melt wits like wax. - . 
- Manes. Well then, let us to the matter. In faith, 
my master meaneth to-morrow to fly. 

PsyUus. It is a jest. 

Manes, Is it a jest to fly ? should'st thou fly so soon, 
thou should'st repent it in earnest* 

Psyllus, Well, I will be the crier. 

Manes and Psyllus {one after another), Oyez, Oyez, 
Oyez, All manner of men, women, or children, that 
will come, to-morrow into the market-place, between 
the hours of nine and ten, shall see Diogenes, the 
Cynick, fly. 

Psyllus, I do not think he will fly. 
. Manes. Tush, say fly. 

Psyllus, Fly. 

Manes, Now let us go ; for I will not see him again 
till midnight. I have a back-way into his tub. 
. Psyllus, Which way call'st thou the back-way, when 
every way is open ? 

Manes, I mean to come in at his back. 

Psyllus. Well, let us go away, that we may return 
speeily. {Bxeunt, 



ACT. III. SCEN. III. 

APELLES^ CAMPASPE, 

Jpelles, I shaH never draw your eyes well, because 
they blind mine. 

Campaspe. Why then paint me without eyes, for I 
am blind. 

ApeUes. Were you ever shadow'd before of any ? 
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Campcupe, No : and would you could so now dtiadow 
me, that I might not be perceived of any. 

ApeUes, It were pity, but that so absolute a face 
should furnish Venus's temple amongst these pictures. 

Campaspe, What are these pictures ? 

jipelles. This is Leeda, whom Jove deceived in like- 
ness of a swan. - 

Campaspe. A fair woman ; but a foul deceit. 

ApeUes. This is Alcmena, unto whom Jupiter came 
in shape of Amphitrion her husband, and* b^at Her- 
cules. 

Campaspe, A famous son, but an infamous fact. . 

ApeUes. He might do it, because he was a God. 

Campaspe. Nay, therefore it was evil done, because 
he ^ was a God. 

ApeUes. This is Danae, into whose prison Jupiter 
drizled a golden shower, and obtained his desire. 

Campaspe. What ! gold can make one yield to desire. 

ApeUes. This is Europa, whom Jupiter ravished — 
This Antiopa. 

Campasjte. Were all the Gods like this Jupiter? 

ApeUes. There were many Gods, in this, like Jupiter. 

Campaspe. I think, in those days, love was well rati- 
fied among men on earth, when last was so fully author 
rized by the Gods in heaven. 

ApeUes^ Nay, you may imagine there were women 
passing amiable, when there were gods exceeding 
amorous. 

Campaspe. Were women never so fair, men would be 
false. 

ApeUes. Were women never so false, men would be 
fond. 

Campaspe, What counterfeit is this, ApeUes ? 

ApeUes. This is Venus, the goddess of love. 

Campaspe. What, be there also loving goddesses ? 

ApeUes, This is she that hath power to command the 
very affections of the heart. 

Campaspe, How is she hired, by prayer, by sacrifice, 
or bribes ? 
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Jpeiles, By prayer^ sacrifioe, and bribes. 

Campeupe, What prayer ? 

Jpelles. Vows irrevocable. 

OBtmpa$pe. What sacrifice? 

JpeUes. Hearts ever sighing, never dissembling. 

Campaipe. What bribes ? 

dpeiUi. Roses and kisses. But were you never in 
love ? 

Campasp^. No, nor love in me. 

^ellea. Then hare you injured many. 

Campatspe. How so? 

4pelks* Because you have been loved of many. 

C(mpQi9p€. Flattered perchs^nce of some. 

4pelks, It is not possible that a face so fair, and a 
wit 00 sharp, both without comparison, should not be 
apt to love. 

Campaspe, If you begin to tip your tongue with cun 
ningy I pray dip your pencil in colours, and fall to that 
you must do, not that you would do. 



I ■ '>' I ' • ■ H- l < 



ACT. III. SCEN. IV. 

s 

CLYTUS, PABMENXO, AmXAirDEa, HEPHESTION, 
CRTSUS, DIOGEKESy AFELLES, CAIfPASPE. 

Clytus, Parmenio, I cannot tell how it cometh to 
pass, that in Alexander now a days there groweth an 
unpatient kind of life: in the morning he is melan- 
choly, at UQon solemn ; at all times either more sour or 
severe than he was accustomed. 

Parmenio* In king's causes I rather love to doubt 
liian conjeqture, and think it better to be ignorant than 
inquisitive : * they have long ears and stretched arms, 

'^ -^ t^y kmnf ffing wn and ttrttched omtfj So, in J^ipfcuW, 
1581, p« ^: " 1^9^^^ tibo^nQt f^uphues, th^t^t kings have long 
1* ann98, aoi4 rulers large reaches'?** 

Again, in Damon anfPitimii vol. L 

^* Wkat Uienl An neaeit hngm rtgibus me manuif 
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ia whose heads suspicion is a proof, and to be accused 
is to be condemii'd. 

Clytus. Yet between us there can be no danger to 
find out the cause : for that there is no malice to with- 
stand it. ]t may be an unquenchable thirst of con- 
quering maketh him unquiet : it is not unlikely his 
long ease hath altered his humour : that he should be 
in love, it is not impossible. 

Parmenio, In love, Clytus ? no, no, it is as far from 
his thought, as treason from ours: he, whose ever- 
waking eye, whose never-tired heart, whose ' body 
patient of labour, whose mind unsatiable of victory 
hatli always been noted, cannot so soon be melted into 
the weak conceits of love : Aristotle told him there 
were many worlds, and that he hath not conquered one 
that gapeth for all galleth Alexander. But here he 
cometh. 

. Alexander* Parmenio and Clytus, I would have you 
both ready to go, into Persia about an ambassage no 
less profitable to me, than to yourselves honourable. 

Clytus. We are ready at all commands, wishing 
nothing else, but continually to be commanded. 

Alexander. Well, then withdraw yourselves, till I 
have father considered of this matter. [Exeunt Clytus 
and Pamienio.] Now we will see how Apelles goeth for- 
ward : I doubt me that nature hath overcome art, and 
her countenance his cunning. 

Hephestion. You love, and therefore think any thing, 

Alexander. But not so far in love with Campaspe, as 
with Bucephalus, if occasion serve either of conflict or 
of conquest. 

Hephestion. Occasion cannot want, if Will do not. 
Behold all Persia swelling in the pride of their own 
power, the Scythians careless what courage or fortune 
can do : the Egyptians dreaming in sooth-sayings of 
their augures, and gaping over the smoak of their 
beasts intrails. All these, Alexander, are to 1>e sub- 
dued, if that world be not slipped out of your head 
which you have sworn to conquer with that hand. 

Alexander. I confess the labour's fit for Alexander^ 
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and yet recreation necessary among so many assaults, 
bloody wounds, intollerable troubleis : give me leave a 
little, if not to sit, yet to breathe. . And doubt not but 
Alexander can, when he will, throw affections as far 
from ;<im, as he can cowardise. But behold Diogenes 
talking with one at his tub. 

Crymi. One penny Diogenes, I am a Cynick* 

Diogenes. He made thee a begger, that first gave thee 
any thing. 

Crysus. Why, if thou wilt give nothing, no body 
will give thee. 

Diogenes, I want nothing, till the springs dry, and 
the earth perish. 

CrysuM. 1 gather for the gods. 

Diogenes. And I care not for those gods, which want 
money. 

Crysus. Tjiou art a right Cynick, that wilt give 
nothing. 

Diogenes. Thou art not, that wilt beg any thing. 

Crysus, Alexander, king Alexander, give a poor 
Cynick a groat. 

Alexander. It is not for a king to give a groat. 

Crysus, Then give me a talent. 

Alexander. It is not for a beggar to ask a talent. 
Away. Apelles I 

Apelles. Here. 

Alexander. Now gentlewoman, doth not your beauty 
put the painter to his trump ? 

Campaspe, Yes, my lord, s^ing so disordered a 
countenance^ he feareth he shsdl shadow a deformed 
counterfeit. 

Alexander. Would he could colour the life with the 
feature. And me thinketh, Apelles, were you as cunning 
as report saith you are, you may paint flowers as well 
with sweet smells as fresh colours, observing in your mix- 
Ijuresuch things as should draw near to their favours. 

Apelles, Your majesty must know, it is no less hard 
to paint . savours than .virtues; colours can neither 
speak, nor think. 
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Alexander. Where do you first begin, when ye draw 
any picture ? 

jipeUes. The proportion of the face in as just com- 
pass as I can. 

Alexander. I would begin with the eye, as a light to 
all the rest. 

Apelles. If you will paint as you are a king, your 
majesty may begin where you please; but as you 
would be a painter, you must begin with the face. 

Alexander. Aurelius would in one hour colour four 
faces. 

Apelles. I marvel in half an hour he did not four. 

Alexander. Why, is it so easy ? 

Apelles. No, but he doth it so homely.' 

Alexander. When will you finish Campaspe ? 

Apelles. Never finish : for always in absolute beauty 
there is somewhat above art. 

Alexander, Why should not I ^ be as cunniiig as 
Apelles? 

Apelles. God shield you should have cause to be so 
cunning as Apelles! 

Alexander, Me thinketh four colours are sufficient to 
shadow any countenance, and so it was in the time of 
Phydias. 

Apelles. Then had men fewer fancies, and woman 
not so many favours. For now if the hair of her eye- 
brows be black, yet must the hair of her head be 
yellow : the attire of her head must be different from 

^ — be as ciifuuHg at ApdUs ?] The word cunning, njt the tioM 
this play was written, hsul not acquired ita present bad significa- 
tion. It was generally as here used synonyxnousiy with skilfuL So» 
in Lyljr's Epittle Dedicatorie to Huphues and his England, 1582 : ** So 
" that whereas I had thought to shewe the cunnivu: of a chynugua 
" by mine anatonue with a kmHe, I must plaie the tailonr on the 
** sboppe board with a paire of sbeeres." 

Again, in his Epistle to the Ladies : ** — it was objected unto her 
'' by a Iddie more captious than cunning, that in her worke therd 
wanted some couiours." 

. And in the same sense it is frequsntly nied throo^ioat die £ng* 
lish translation of the Bible. 
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the kabit of her body, else would the picture seeoh like 
the blazon of ancient armory, not like the sweet de- 
light of new-sound amiableness. For a» in garden 
knots, diversity of odours make a more sweet favour, or 
as in rousick divers strings cause a more delicate 
consent ;* so in painting, the more colours, the better 
counterfeit, observing black for a ground, and the rest 
for grace. 

Alexander, Lead me thy pencil, Apelles; f will 
paint, and thou shalt judge. 

Apelles, Here. 

Alexander, The coal breaks. 

Apelles, You lean too hard. 

Alexander, Now it blacks not. 

Apelles, You lean too soft. 

Alexander. This is awry. 

Apelles. Your eye goeth not with your hand. 

Alexander. Now it is worse. 

Apelles, Your hand goeth not with your mind. 

Alexander, Nay, if all be too hard or soft, so many 
rules and regards, that one's hand, one's eye,, one's 
mind, must all draw together, I had rather be setting 
of a battle, than blotting of a board. But how have I 
done here ? 

Apelles, Like a king. 

Alexander. I think so: but nothing more unlike 
a painter. Well, Apelles^ Campaspe is finished as 
I wish, dismiss her, and bring presently her counterfeit 
after me. 

Apelles. I will. 

Alexander, Now, Hephestion, ^^ doth not this matter 



* — delicate ccnient] t. e. union ef souAds. See note on King 
Henry VI. p. 1. Shaksp. 1779. Vol. VI. p. 176. S. 

** — dtHik'fuiit this matter cctUm at I would ?] The Glossaly to the 
Praise of Yorkshire Ale, 1697, explains the phrase Naught cottons 
weeU, to be Nothing goes right, Alexander therefore means, doth 
not titts matter go as 1 would ? So, in Mons, Thomas, by Beamnoot 
and Pletcbfer, A. 4. S. 8*r 

« Still mistress Dorothy t this geer vnU cotton " 
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cotton as I would ? Campaspe looketh pleasantly ; 
liberty will encrease her beauty, and my love shall ad- 
vance her honour. 

Hephestion. ^ I will not contrary your majesty; for 
time'must wear out that love hath wrought, and reason 
wean' what appetite nursed. 

Alexander, How stately she passeth by, yet how 
soberly ! a sweet consent in her countenance, with 
a chaste disdain ! desire mingled with coyness ! and I 
cannot tell how to term it, a curst yielding modesty ! 

Hephestion, Let her pass. 

Alexander. So she shall for the fairest on the earth. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT. III. SCENE. V. 

PSTLLUS, MANES, APELLES. 

Psylhis. I shall be hang'd for tarrying so long. 

Manes. I pi'ay.God, my master be not flown before 
I come. 

Psyllus, Away, Manes, my master doth come. 

Apelles. Where have you been all this while ? 

Psyllus, No where but here. 

Apelles. Who was here sithence my coming ? 

Psyllus. No body. 

Apelles. Ungracious wag, I perceive you have been 
a loitering ; was Alexander no body ? 

Psyllus. He was a king, I meant no mean body. 

Again, in Middleton's Inner Temple Matque, t&\9 : 
'* To shew yon good, bad, and indifierent dayes, 
** And all have dieir inscriptions, here's cock a hoop, 
" This the geere cotton, and this faint heart." 
^ I will not contrary your mqjesly ;"] 1 -will not contradict your 

majesty. So, in the Fable qf Ferdinando Jeronimi. Gaacoigne's 

Works, 1587, p. S73 : " The Lady Fmunces did not seeme to 

'' eontrary him, but rather smiled, &c." 
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ApeUes.A will cudgel your body for it, . and ^ then 
will I say it was no body, because it was no honest 
body. Away, in. [Exit Psyllus], Unfortunate Apelles, 
and therefore unfortunate because Apelles ! Hast thou 
by drawing her. beauty brought to pass, that thou canst 
scarce draw thine own breath ? And by so much the 
more hast thou increased ,thy care, by how much 
the more- thou, hast shewed thy cunning : was it not 
sufficient to behold the fire and warm thee, but with 
Satyrus thou must kiss the fire and burn thee ?, O 
Campaspe, Campaspe, art must yield to nature, 
reason to appetite, wisdom to affection! Could 
Pygmalion entreat by prayer to have his ivory turned 
into flesh ? And cannot Apelles obtain by plaints 
to have the picture of his . love changed to life ? Is 
painting so far inferior to carving? or do*st thou, 
Venus, more delight to be hewed with chissels, than 
shadowed, with colours ? What Pygmalion, or ^ what 
Pyrgoteles, or what Lysippus,is he, that ever, made thy 
face so fair, or spread thy fame so far as I ; unless, 
Venus, in this- thou enviest mine art, that in colouring 
my sweet Campaspe, I have left no place by cunning 
to make thee so amiable ? But, alas ! she is the para- 
mour to a prince, Alexander the monarch of the earth 
hath both her body and affection. For what is it that 
kings cannot obtain by prayers, threats and promises? 
Will not she think it bettter to sit under a cloth of 
estate like a queen, than in a poor shop like a house- 
wife ? and esteem it sweeter to be the concubine of the 
lord of the world, than spouse to a painter in Athens? 
Yes, yes, Apelles, thou may'st swim against the stream 
with, the crab, and feed against the wind with the deer, 
and peck against the steel with the cockatrice: Stars 
are to be look'd at, not reach'd at; princes to' be 
yielded unto, not contended with ; Campaspe to be 

S7 — ^Jiat Pyrgoteles, &c.] " Idem hie imperator [Alexander] 
" edixit, ne quia ipsum alius, quam Apelles pingeret : quam PyT> 
goteles, sculperet : quam Lysippus, ex sre duceret : quae artes 
pluribus inclaruere exemplis.". Plinii Nat, Hist. lib. vii. c. ST.' 
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hoBOur'dy not obtain'd ; to be painted, not possessed of 
thee* O fair face I O unhappy hand ! and why didst 
thou draw it so fair a faee ? O beautiful countenance I 
the express image of Venus, but somewhat fresher : tite 
only pattern of that eternity which Jupiter dreaming^ 
askep, could not conceive again wakings Blush » 
Venas, for I am asham'd to end thee. Now must 
I paint things unpossible for mine art, but agreeable 
with my ejections : deep and hollow sighs^ sad and 
melancholy thoughts, wounds and slaughters of con-* 
ceitSy a life posting to death, [a death galloping froni 
life, a wavering constancy, an unsettled resolution, and 
what not^ Apelles? and what but Apelles? but ds 
they that are shaken with a fever are to be warm'd with 
cloaths, not groans, and as he that melteth in a eon- 
sumption is to be recur'd by * cullises, not conceits ; 
so the feeding canker of my care, the never-dying 
worm of my heart, is to' be killed by counsel, not cries; 
by applying remedies, not by replying of reasons* Atid 
sith in cases desperate there must be used medicines 
that are esslream, I will hazard that Utile life that is left 
to restore the grater part that is lost} and this shall be 
my first practice ; for tv^it must work where authority 
is not. As soon as Alexander hath view*d this por- 
^traituro, I will by device give it a blemish, that by that 
means she may come again to my shop, and then 
as good it were to uttef my love, and die with denial, 
as conceal it, and live in despair. . 

SOKG BY APELLES**. 

Cupid and my Campaspe play'd 
At cards for kisses, Cupid paid ; 

* — eutiUesJ Cftliues were (XHnpoaitioiiJi calculated to restcure 
wom>eut constitutions, and invigorate feeble ones. They were of 
the pamekind as jellies. See Marston's Favme, A. S. S. 1. Mas- 
singer's Bondthdri, A. 4. S. 4. The Picture, A. 1. S. 2. The Em- 
peror of the East, A. 1. S. ^. and in most of the Plays of the times. 

— couUt Fr. strained gravy or strong broth. S. 

* This elegant little Sonnet is restored from Blount's Edition. It 
is also printed in tbe third volmnie of Dr. Percy's Reliques ofAiieki(i 
Poetry, p. 83. A Translation of it into French, by an unknown 
handj is likewise published in the same volume, p. 54S. 
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He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows. 
His mother's doves, and team of sparrows ; 
Loses them too ; then down he throws 
The coral of his lip, the rose 
Growing on's cheek, (but none knows how) 
With these, the crystal of his brow, 
And then the dimple of his chin ; 
All these did my Campaspe win. 
At last he set her both his eyes. 
She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 
O Love ! has she done this to thee ? 
What shall, alas I become of me? 



ACT IV. SCEN. L 

SOLIKUS, PSYLLUS, GRANICHCS, MANES, DIOGfiNES, 

POPtrLUS. 

SoUmu, This is the place, the day, the time, that 
Diogenes hath appointed to fly. 

Psyllus. I will not lose the flight of so fair a foWl as 
Diogenes is, though my master cudgel my nobody, a» 
he threaten'd. 

Qramchtu. What, Psyllus, will the beast wag his 
wings to-day ? 

Ptpllus. We shall hear, for here cometh Manes- 
Manes, will it foe ? 

Manes. Be ! he were best be as cunning as a bee, or 
else shortly he will not be at all. 

Qranichus. How is he fumish'd to fly, hath he 
feathers ? 

Maries, Thou art an ass; capons, geese, and owls, have 
feathers. He hath found Dedalus' old waxen wings, 
and hath been piecing them this month, he is so broad 
in the shoulders ; O you shall see him cut the air even 
like a tortoise. 

you II. K 
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SoUnujt. jyiethinks so wke.a.man should not be so 
mad, his. body must needs be too heavy. 

Manes. Why, he hath eaten nothing this, seven- 
night but cork and feathers. 

Psylhts. Touch him. Manes. 

Grankhus. He is so light that he ,can scarce keep 
him from flying at midnight. 

^Populus intrat. 

Manes. See, th^y begin to flock, and behold my 
master bustles himself to fly. 

Diogenes. Ye wicked and bewitch'd Athenians, 
whose bodies make the earth to groan, and ,whose 
breaths infect the air with stench. Come ye to see 
Diogenes fly ? Diogenes cometh to see you sink : you 
call me dog, so I am, for I long to gnaw the bones in 
your skins. Yet term me an hater of men ; no, I am a 
hater of your manners. Your lives dissolute, not fear- 
ing death, will prove your deaths desperate, not hoping 
for life. What do you else in Athens but sleep in the 
day, and surfeit in the night ? Back-gods in the morn- 
ing with pride, in the evening belly-gods with glut- 
tony. You flatter kings, and call them gods ; speak 
truth of yourselves, and confess you are devils. From 
the- bee you have taken not. the honey, but the wax to 
make your religion, framing it to the time, not to the 
truth. Your filthy lust you cover under a courtly 
colour of Jove ; injuries abroad under the title of poli- 
cies at home ; and secret malice creepeth under the 
name, of publick justice. You have caused Alexander 
to dry up springs, and plant vines; to sow rocket, an'd 
weed endive; to shear sheep, and shrine foxes. All 
conscience is ^ seared at Athens. Swearing cometh of 
a hot metal ; lying of a quick wit, flattery of a flowing 
tongue, undecent talk of a merry disposition ; all things 
are lawful at Athens. Either you think there are 



^teared] All the editions read sealed, except the last by Mr. 
Dodsley. I -hare retained his alteration ; although sealed may pro- 
bably be right, being a term in falconry, signifying friiiuM. 
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no gods, or I - must think ye are «o men. You build 
as though you should live for ever, and surfeit as 
though you should die to morrow. None teacheth 
true philosophy but Aristotle, because he was the king 
of schoolmastierd« - O times !* O men I O corruption in 
manners! Remember that green grass must turn to 
dry hay. When you sleep, you are not sure to wake ; 
and when you rise, not certain to lie down. Look you 
never so high, your heads must lie level with your feet* 
Thus have I flown over your disorder'd lives, and 
if you will not amend your manners, I will study to fly 
farther from you, that I may be nearer to honesty. 

Solinus. Thou ravest Diogenes, for thy life is difle- 
rent from thy words. Did I not see thee come out of 
a brothel-house? was it not u shame? 

' Diogenes, It was no shame to go out, but a shame to 
go in» 

Granichus, It were a good deed. Manes, to beat thy 
master. 

Manes. You were as good eat my master. 

On€ of the people. Hast thou made us all fools, and 
wilt thou not fly ? 

Dufgenes. 1 tell thee, unless thou be honest, I will fly. 

People. Dog, dog, take a bone. 

Diogenes, Thy father need fear no dogs, but dogs 
thy father. 

'Peojple. We will tdl- Alexander, that thou reprovest 
him behind his back. 

Du^enes, And Twill tell him, that you flatter him 
before his face. 

People* We will cause all ^ the^boys in the street to 
hiss at thee. 

•ZHogene^. Indeed I think the Athenians have their 
children ready for any vice, because they be Athe- 
nians. 

Manes. Why, master, mean you not to fly? 

JDtogenev. No, Manes, not without wings. 

Jlfane^.' Every body will account you a liar. 

Du^enes. No, I warrant you ; for I always -say the 
Athenians are miscliievous. 
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PsyUus. 1 care not, it was sport enough for me to 
see these ^^ old huddles hit home. 

Oranichus, Nor I. 

Psyllus, Come, let us go, and hereafter when I mean 
to rail upon any body openly, it shall be given out I 
will fly* [Exeunt. 



ACT. IV. SCEN. II. 



campaspe, apblles. 



Campaspe sola, Campaspe, it is hard to judge whether 
thy choice be more unwise, or thy chance unfortunate. 
Dost thou prefer — ^but stay, utter not that in words, 
which maketh thine ears to glow with thoughts. — 
Tush, better thy tongue wag, than thy heart break. 
Hath a painter crept farther into thy mind than a 
prince? Apelles, than Alexander? ^^ fond wench! the 
baseness of thy mind bewrays the meanness of thy 
birth. But alas, affection is a fire, which kindleth 
as well in the bramble, as in the oak, and catcheth 

hold where it first lighteth, not where it may best 

« 

^ — old huddles] This contemptuous tenn is frequently used by 
our ancient wiictrs, and is ahrays'api^ed to old people who are 
either covetous or subject to any other vice peculiar to old age. 

As in Euphv£s, 1581, p. 7 : " But as to ^e stomacke quaited 
'* with deinties, all delicates seeme queasie, and as he that sur- 
" fetteth with wine, useth afterwards to allay with water ; so these 
*' olds hutddim hatin|^ overcharged their corges with fancie, ac- 
*' compt all honest recreation mere foUye, &c." 

Jbid. p. 54 : '' — tins olde miser addng of Ajriatippiia what 
" he woulde take to teach and bring i^;> his Sonne, he answefed 
" a thousande groates : a thousand groates God shield answered 
« this olde huddle, I can have two servants of that price." See also 
<' Tom TyUranOiM Wife, 16$1, p. 4. 

^fond toenchj It is obserred by Mr. Steepens (Notes to Shaks- 
speare, vol. X. p. 619.) that wench originally signziied a yoang 
woman. The truth of this observation will appear from many 
instances in the oouvt of these volumes. The word in the omnmon 
acceptation of it is hardly yet disused* 
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burn. Larks that mount aloft in the air, buiid their 
nests below in the earth ; and women that east their 
eyes upon kings, may place their hearts upon vassals. 
A needle will become thy fingers better than a lute^ 
and a distaff is fitter for thy hand than a scepter^ 
Ants live safely till they have gotten wings ; and Juni- 
per is not blown up, till it hath gotten an high top. 
The mean estate is without care as long as it con- 
tinueth without pride. Bat here cometh Apelles, in 
whom I would there were the like affection. 

Enter Apelles. 

Apelles, Gentlewoman, the misfortune I had with 
your picture will put you to some pains to sit again to 
be painted. 

Campagpe. It is small pains, for me to sit still, but 
infinite for you to draw still. 

Apelles. No, madam, to paint Venus was a plea- 
sure ; but to shadow the sweet face of Campaspe, it is 
a heaven 

Campaspe. If your tongue were made of the same 
flesh that your heart is, your words would be as your 
thoughts are ; but such a common thing it is amongst 
yoH to commend, that oftentimes for fashion sake you 
call them beautiful whom you know black. 

Apelles. What might men do to be believ*d ? 

Campcupe. Whet theif tongues on their hearts. 

Apelles. So they do, and speak as they think. 

Can^Mispe. I would they did. 

Apelles. I would they did not. 

Campaspe. Why, would you have them ditsemUe ? 

Apelles. Not in love, but their love. But will you 
give me leave to ask you a question without offence? 

Campaspe. So that yo<a will Answer me another 
williout excuse. 

Apelles. Whom do you love beet in the world ? 
. Campaspe. He that made me last in the world. 

Apelles, That was a god. 

Campaspe, I had thought it had been a mao : but 
whom do you honour most, Apelles ? 
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Apelles. The thing that is likest you, Campaspe. 

Campaspe. • My picture ? 

Apelles, I dare not venture upon your person. Biit 
come, let us go in : for Alexander will think it long 
till we return. [Exeunt, 



ACT. IV. SCEN. III. 

CLYTUS, PARMENIO. 

Clytus. We hear nothing of our embassage : a colour 
belike to blear our eyes, or tickle our ears, or inflame 
our hearts. But what doth Alexander in the mean 
season, but use for tantara, sol, fa, la ; for his hard 
couch, down beds; for his handful of water, his stand- 
ing cup of .wine? 

Pami€7iio. Clytus, I mislike this new delicacy and 
pleasing peace; for what else do we see now than a 
kind of softness in every man's mind? Bees to make 
their hives in soldiers helmets, pur steeds are furnish'd 
with foot-cloths* of gold instead of saddles of steel : 
More time is required to scower the rust off our wea- 
pons; than there was wont to be in subduing the coun- 
tries of our enemies. Sithence Alexander fell from his 
hard armour to his soft robes, . behold the face of his 
court; youths that were wont to carry devices of vic- 
tory in their shields, engrave now posies of love in their 
rings; .they that were accustom'd on trotting horses to 
charge the enemy with a launch, now in easy coaches 
ride up and down- to court ladies; instead of sword and 
target, to hazard their lives, use pen and paper to paint 
their loves : Yea, such a fear and faintness is grown in 
court, that . they wish rather tO; hear the blowing of a 

*^foct ckths] Housings of horses, such as werewom in times of 
peace, but not adopted to purposes of war. Lord Hastings, in 
King Bichaid I1I.,~ observes that his foot-cloth horse did stum- 
ble. S. 
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horn to hunt, than the sound of a ' trumpet to fight. 
OPhilipy wert thou alive to see this alteration, thy 
men tum'd to women, thy soldiers to lovers, ^' gloves 
worn in velvet caps, instead of plumes in graven hel- 
mets, thou wouldst either die among them for sorrow, 
or confound them for anger. 

Cbftus, Cease, Parmenio, lest in speaking what be 
Cometh thee not, thou feel what ^ iiketh thee not : 
truth is never without a scratch'd face, whose tongue, 
although it cannot be cut out, yet must it be tied up. 

Parmenio. It grieveth me not a little fos Hephestion, 

, who thirsteth for honour, not ease ; but such is his 

fortune and nearness in friendship to Alexander, that 

he must lay a pillow under his head, when he would 

put a target in his hand. 

^ — gloves foom in velvet caps, instead of plumes in graven helmets,^ 
It is obserred by Mr. Steeveai (Notes on Shakspeare, vol. IX. 
p. 467.) that it "was ** anciently die custom to wear gloves in the 
*' hat on three distinct occasions, viz. as the favour of a mistress, 
" the memorial of a Mend, and as a mark to be challenged by an 
" enemy. Prince Henry boasts that he will pluek a gl4fve from the 
" ^commonest ereatwre, and fix it in his helmet ;** and Tucca says to 
Sir Quintilian, in Decker's Satiromastrix : " — thou shalt wear 
her glove in thy worshipful hat, like to a leather brooch ;" and 
Pmdora, in Lyly's Woman in the Moon, 1597 : 

" — he that first presents me with his head, 
"Shall wear my glove ia favour of the deed.'' 
" Portia, ' in her assumed character, asks Bassanio for his gl&vesl 
which she says she toUl wear for his sake : and King Henry V . 
gives the pretended glove of Alencon to Floellm, which aiter- 
wasds occasions the quarrel with the English soldier." See also 
Note to vol. V. p. S34. 

Again, in Hall's Cknmcle, 1650, Henry IV. fol. 13 : " One part 
" ha^ their plumes at whyt, another hadde them at redde, and the 
" thyrde had them of severall colours. One ware on 'his head- 
" piece bis ladies sieve, and another bare on hys hehne the glove of 
** his dearlynge." 

And The Battle ofAgincourtf by Drayton, vol. I. p 16 : 
** The nobler youth, the common rank above, 
" On their couivetting coursers mounted fair, 
-' One wore his mistress garter, one her glove ; 
** And he a lock of his dear lady's hair ; 
** And he her colours whom he most did love. 
'' 'ihere was not one but did some favour wear." 
^ — lUceth thee] bee Note on Cornelia, Act I. 



« 
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But let us draw in, to see how wail it boeomes them 
to ^^ tread the measures in a dance, that were wont to 
set the order for a march. [Extimi. 



ACT. IV. SCEN. IV. 



APELLES. CAMPASFB. 

Apelks, I hare now, Campaspe, almost made an end. 

Campaspe, You told me, Apelles, you would neyejr 
end. 

Apelles. Never end my love ; for it shall be eternal. 

Campaspe. That is, neither to have beginning nor 
ending. 

4peUe$. You are disposed to mistake^ I hope you do 
not mistrust. 

Campetspe. What will you say, if Alexander perceive 
your love ? 

^ — tr^ tht measw^ i^ 9 ^nc#J Tb» |iiM»ur9# w«re dances 
•olflin^ and slow. They -9^X9 performed at court and at public 
fmt0ztainn)#at8 of the sooie^ of Law and Equ^y aA thaii haUf 
on particular occasipni. It wa« fonnerly )»ot dicq»ed «PC«a#)Mf>n^ 
with propriety even for <l^ ipraveat t^haraoters to join in them, and 
accoidiogly at the f^velu which wore celehrat^d a(t the Inns of 
Court, it lias not beon unuaual for the §rst character* in the law to 
bfcowA perfoxmers in trta^ing the nmwr^* See Dugda]e> Ort* 
gms$ JwHieialet, ^ ^bo Pane*, in his P^em c^Ued QrcJmtrth 
t^ft, doscribes them in this naupMr* &* ^ : 

" But after these as men more civil grew^ 

" He did more ^«ve and ffiieitm wm^rnmfvvMt 
" With such fair ord^rand pnopofi^n tsuOi 
" And oorrespDn(]#nce wi*t\ way the samo* 
** That no foult finding eye did over blamo, 
" For ev'rv eye was moved at the sight, 
" With sober wond'ring, and with 9weet delight/ 
Not those yoong students of the heav'njiy book, 

Atlas the great, Mrometheus the wi«e. 
Which on the stars did all their Itfe-tmo loof^t 
Could ever find such measure in the # hMSa 
So foU of change and rali^ vanetio« i 

Are only ^pfudfiet, folemn, grtt^, and fW* 



it 
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Jpelks. I will say> it is no treason to love. 

Campaspe, But how, if he will not suffer thee to see 
my person. 

Jpelles. Then will I gaze continually on thy picture. 

Campaspe. That will not feed thy heart. 

Jpelles. Yet shall it fill mine eye: besides the sweet 
thoughts, the sure hopes, thy protested faith, will 
cause me to embrace thy shadow continually in mine 
arms, of the which by strong imagination I will make 
9 substance. 

Camptuspe, Well^ I must be gone : but this assure 
yourself, that I had rather be in thy shop grinding 
colours, than in Alexander's court, following higher 
fortunes. [Exit Apelles. 

Campaspe alone. Foolish wench, what hast thou 
done? that, alas! which cannot be undone, and there- 
fore I fear me undone. Apelles, thy love cometh 
from the heart, but Alexander's from the mouth. 
* The love of kings is like the blowing of winds, which 
whistle sometin^es gently among the leaves, and straight- 
ways turn the trees up by the roots ; or fire, which 
warmeth afar off, and burneth near hand ; or the sea, 
which makes men hoise their sails in a flattering calm, 
and lo cut th^ir masts in a rough storm. They place 
affection by times, by policy, by appointment ; if they 
frown, who dares call them unconstant? if bewray 
9ecr«ts, who will x/^rm tl^em untrue ? if fall to other 
lov^s, who trembles not, if he call them unfaithful ? 
In kings there can be no love, but to queens : for as 
near must they meet in majesty, as they do in affection. 
It is requisite to stand aloof from kmg's love^ Jove 
^ lightning. [Exit. 

* The love of hingg, &c.] The author, whether accideatallv or on 
pvpoae, has given no hint portrait of the conduct of King^ 
rfeniy Vni. in this speech. S. 
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ACT. IV. SCEN. V. 

X 

APELLESy PAGE. 

Jpelles. Now, Apelles, gather thy wits together: 
Campaspe is no less wise than fair, thyself must be no 
less cunning than faithful. It is no small matter to 
be rival with Alexander. 

Page, Apelles, you must come away quickly with 
the picture; the king thinketh that now you have 
painted it, you play with it. 

ApeUes, If I would play with pictures, Fhave enough 
at home. 

Page. None perhaps you like so well. 

Apelles. It may be I have painted none so wiell. 

Page, I have known many fairer faces. 

Apelles. And I many better boys*. [Exeunt, 

ACT. V. SCEN. I. 

DIOGENES, SYLVIUS, PERIM, MILO, TRICO, MANES* 

Sylvius, I have brought my sons, Diogenes, to be 
taught of thee. 

Diogenes, What can thy sons do ? 

Sylvius. You shall see their iqualities : dance, sirrah. 

[Then Perim danceth. 
How like you this ? doth he well ? 

Diogenes, The better, the worser. 

Sylvius, The musick very good. 

Diogenes, The musicians very bad, who only study 
to have their stnngs in tune, never framing their man- 
ners to "order. 

Sylvius, Now shall you see the other — tumble, sirrah. 

[Milo tumbleth 
How like you this? why do you laugh? 

Diogenes, To see a wag that was bom to break his 
neck by destiny, to practise it by art. * 

* Qu: Toys — i. e, to play with. O. G. 
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MUo. This dog will bite me, I will not be with him. 

Diogenes. Fear not, boys, dogs eat no thistles. 

Perim. I marvel what dog thou art, if thou be a dog. 

Diogenes. When I am hungry, a mastiff; and when 
my belly is full, a spaniel. 

Sylvius, Dost thou believe that there are any gods, 
that thou art so dogged ? 

Diogenes;^ I must needs believe there are gods: for 
I think thee an enemy to them. 

SpUnus. Why so ? 

Diogenes. Because thou hast taught one of thy sons 
to rule his legs, and not to follow learning ; the other 
to.bend his body every way, and his mind no way. 

Perim. Thou doest nothing but snarl, and bark like 
a dog. . 

Diogenes. It is the next way to drive away a thief. 

Sylvius. Now shall you hear the thirds who sings 
like a nightingale. 

Diogenes, I care not: for I have heard a nightingale 
sing herself. 

Sylvius, Sing, sirrah. [Tryco singeth: 

SONG**: 

What bird so sings, yet so does wail ? 
O'tis the ravish'd nightingale. 
Jug, jug, jug, jug, tereu she crys, . 
And still her woes at midnight rise. 
Brave prick song \ who is't now we hear ?. 
^7 None but the lark so shril and clear ; - 

^Song."] This Song, as the two former, is omitted in all the 
quarto editions. It is here restored from Blount's edition, where 
it first appeared. 

'^ None but the lark, &c.] Milton seems to haye had this passage 
in his mind when he wrote the following lines in his L'AUigro : 
" To hear the lark begin his flight, 
" And singing startle the dull night ; 
" From his watch tow*r in the skies, 
" Till the dappled dawn doth rise ; 
And a late elegant writer, Mr. F. CoTentry, ai^ars also to have 
been indebted to our Author in the last of the following lines : • 
" When mom returns with doubtful light, . 
'* And Fhebe pales her lamp of night. 
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Now at heayens gates she ciaps her wings, 
The morn not waking till she sings. 
Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat. 
Poor robin red breast tunes his note ; 
Hark how the jolly cuckoes sing, 
Cuckoe to welcome in the spring. 
Cuckoe to welcome in the spring. 
Stfhius. Lo, Diogenes, I am sure thou canst not do 
so much. 

Diogenes. But there is never a thrash but can. 
Sylvius, What hast thou taught Manes thy man ? 
Diogenes, To be as unlike as may be thy sons. 
Manes. He hath taught me to fast, lye hard, and 
run away. 

Sylvitis. How sayest thou, Perim, wilt thou be with 
him? 

Perim. Ay, so he will teadi me first to run away. 
Diogenes. Thou needest not be taught, thy kgs are 
so nimble. 

Sylvius. How sayest thou, Milo, wilt thou be with 
him? 

Diogenes. Nay, hold your peace, he shall not. 

" StiH let me wander forth anew, 

" And print my footsteps on tiie dew ; 

" What time the swain with ruddy cheek, 

'* Prepares to yoke his 02»n meet, 

" And early drest in neat array. 

" To milk maid chanting shrill her lay, 

" Comes abroad with milking pail, 

« And the sound of distant flail ; 

** Gives the ear a rough good morrow, 

" And the lark from out the fiinow ; 

" Soars upright on fnatm vaings, 

** And at the gate of heaven sines" 
PenidHimt, a Poem. Dodsiey's Cdleetion of Poems, yol, IV • 
Mr* Coventry might have been mdebted either to a mmg m 
Shakspeare's Cymbeline, or to a passage in hit S9 sQaseiL 

"Hark! haik! the lark BtheaimesgiMUtingu** ' 
Again, ' 

" like to the lark at break ef day arising 

*' F^»m sullen eardi, smgs hims at hmomt gateJ* 
Again, to MiU&n*s Paradise Lett. B. &• 

t* ■ ye birds, 

" That singing up to kaatimfs gmta amtmdJ* S. 
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Sylvius, Why? 

Diogenes, There is not room enough for him and 
me to tumble both in one tub. 

Sylvius. Well, Diogenes, I perceive my sons brook 
not thy manners. 

Diogenes. I thought no less, ivhen they knew my 
virtues. 

Sylvius, Farewell, Diogenes, thou ueedest not have 
scraped roots, if thou wouldst have foUowest Alexander. 

Diogenes. Nor thou have followed Alexander, if thou 
hadst scraped roots* 



ACT. V. SCEN. II. 

APkLLKS ALONE. 

I fear me, Apelles, that thine eyes have blabbed that 
which thy tongue durst not. What little regard hadst 
thou, whilst Alexander viewed the counterfeit of Cam- 
paspe! thou stoodst gazing on her countenance. If 
he espy or but suspect, thou must needs twice perish, 
with his hate, and thine own love. Thy pale looks, 
when he blushed, thy sad countenance, when he 
smiled, thy sighs^ when he questioned, may breed in 
him a jealousy, perchance a frenzy. O love, I never 
before knew what thou wert, and now hast thou made 
me that I know not what myself am ! only tliis I know, 
that I must endure intolerable passions, for unknown 
pleasures. Dispute not the cause, wretch, but yield to. 
it: for better it is to melt with desire, than wrestle with 
love. Cast thyself on thy careful bed, be content to 
live unknown, and die unfound. O Campaspe, I have 
painted thee in my heart ! painted ? nay, contrary to 
niine art, imprinted, and that in such deep characters, 
that nothing can rase it out, unless it rub my heart 
out. [Emt 
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ACT. V. SCEN. III. 



HILECTUS, FHaYOIUS, LAYIS, DIOGENES. 

MiUctus .It shall go 'hard, but this peace shall 
bring us some pleasure. 

Phrygius, Down with arms, and up with legs, '^ this 
is a world for the nonce. 

Layis, Sweet youths, if you knew what it were to 
save your sweet blood, you would not so foolishly 
go about to spend it. What delight can there be 
in gashing, to make foul scars in fair faces, and 
crooked maims in strait legs? as though men being 

* — this ii a world for ih^ nonce^ " That is" (says Mr. Tyrwitt, 
in his Notes on Chancery vol. IV. 207.) ** as I conceive for the 
** occanon. This phrase, whicli- was very frequently, though not 
*' always very precisely, used by our old writers, I suppose to 
*' have been originally a corruption of corrupt Latin. From pro- 
** nunc, I suppose came ybr the nunc, and bo for the nonce; just as 
"from ad-nunc came anon. The Spanish entonces has be<en formed 
** in the same manner from in tunc." 

To confirm, this explanation, .the following examples -may be 
produced : 

Erasmus's Praise of Folic, 1549, Sig. K S : " This man moumeth, 
". and lorde, what folies saieth he, and dooeth- he, hyrynge also 
*' some plaires (as it were) to wepe and howle for the nones." 

Ibid. Sig. L 3 : '* — eche of whome, in bablyng.maye compare 
" with ten women chosen /or the nonss," 

Gascoigne's Supposes, 1587, A. 3. S.' S: " — step to him all at 
** once ; take him ; and with a cord that I have lay'd on the table 
**for the nonce, bind him hand and foot." 

Ben Jonson's Volpone, A. 2.. S. 2 : " Here's a medicine fat' the 
" nones." Nash's Lenten Stuff, 1599 : " Norwich at her majesty's 
** coming in progress thither, presented her with a shew of knit- 
" ters, on high staee placed/or the nonce." 

The vxmderfuU Years, 4 603, by Tho. Dekker : <' Oh lamentable ! 
*' never, did the aide bnskinde tragedy beginne till now : for the 
" wives of those husbands, with whom she had play'd at fast and 
" loose, came with their nayles sharpened /or the nonce, like cattes, 
". and tongues forkedly cut like die stings of adders, &c." 

Gascoigne's Works, 1587, p. 272 : <' In the ende she tookeoot 
" a booke (which she had brought /or the nonce) and bound him by 
" othe to accomplish it." 
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bora goodly by nature, would of purpose become de- 
formed by folly ; and all forsooth for a new-found 
term,, cajl'd yali^i^t, a word which breedeth more 
quarrels than the sense can commendation. 

Milectus. It is true, Layis, a featherbed hath no 
fellow ; good drink makes „good blood ; and shall 
* pelting words spill it ? 

Phrygius. I mean to enjoy the world, and to draw 
out my life at the wiredrawers, not to curtail it off 
at the cutlers. 

Layis You may talk of war, speak big, conquer 
worlds with great words ; but stay at home« where in- 
stead of alarms you shall have dances, for hot battels 
with fierce men, gentle skirmishes with fair women. 
These pewter coats can never sit so well as satten 
doublets. Believe me, you cannot conceive the plea- 
sure of peace, unless you despise the rudeness of war. 

Milecttts, It is so. But see Diogenes prying over his 
tub! Diogenes,- what sayest thou to such a morsel ? 

Diogenes. I say, I would spit it out of my mouth, 
because it should not poison my stomach. 

PhrygiuS' Thou speakest as thou art, it is no meat 
for d(^s. 

Diogenes. I am a dog, and philosophy rates me from 
carion. 

Layis. Uncivil wretch, whose manners are answera- 
ble to thy calling; the time was thou wOuldest have 
had my company, had it not been, as thou saidst, too 
dear. 

Diogenes. I remember there was a thing, that I 
repented me of, and now thou hast told it: indeed 
it was too dear of nothing, and thou dear to nobody. 

Layis. Down, villain, or I will have thy head broken. 

Milectus. Will you couch? 

Phrygius. Avant, cur. Come, sweet Layis, ' let us 
go to some place, and possess peace. But first let us 

— *fpdttng- wordS] i. e. paltry. See note on The Midsummer 
Night's Dream, Shaks : 1778, vol. II. p. S3. S. 
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sing ; there is more pleasure in tuning of a voice, than 
in a volly of shot'®. 

Milectut, Now let us make haste, lest Alexander 
find us here. [Rteunt, 



« ■>■ 



ACT. V. SCEN. iV. 

ALEXANDER, IIEPHESTIOK, PAGE, DlOGEN^, 
APELLES, CAMPASPE. 

I 

Alexander. Me thinketh> Hephestion, you are more 
melancholy than you were accustomed ; but I perceive 
it is all for Alexander. You can neither brook this 
peace, nor my pleasure ; be of good chear, though I 
winky T sleep not. 

Hephestion. Melancholy I am not, nor well content: 
for I know not how, there is such a rust crept into my 

^ — than in a voUy of shot,'] The writers of the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries paid very little attention to the manners and 
customs either of the times or the country in which the scenes 
of their Dramas were laid. They frequently introduce allucion* to 
facts and circumstances in one age and country peculiar only 
to another, and perpetually violate every rule of chronology. 
Beaumont and Fletcher introduce one of the successors of Alex- 
ander with a pistol, and Shakspeare is ever at war with propriety 
and probability. Ben Jonson seems the only poet of the times 
to whom the charge of uniting dissimilar manners and discordant 
periods is not to l^ laid. Later writers have been more carefid of 
falling into these mistakes ; but improvements in these particulars 
by the directors of our theatres have not kept pace with othws 
which have been with propriety ad(^ted. It may be said, that 
these gentlemen haveradier increased the number of their authors* 
errors, and made them guilty of anachronisms, where their writings 
do not give the least countenance for them. Absurd as it must ap- 
pear to every intelligent spectator, and incredible to every in- 
formed reader, yet it is certainly true that Hamlst bad been lately 
represented with all the decorations of a modem order, that of the 
Elephant ; and it is reported a late actor was with difficulty pre- 
vailed upon to forbear aittuag Macbeth with a OMe ef pistK^ at Ids 
girdle. 

A volley of shot means only a flight of sbrrows. S. 
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bones with this long case, that I fear I shall not 
scower it out with infinite labours. 

Alexander, Yes, yes, if all the travels of conquering 
the world will set either thy body or mine in tune, we 
will undertake them. But what think you of Apelles ? 
did ye ever see any so perplexed ? he neither answered 
directly to any question, nor looked stedfastly upon 
any thing. I hold my life the painter is in love. 

Hephestion. It may be; for commonly we see it 
incident in artificers to be enamoured of their own 
works, as Archidamus of his wooden dove, Pygmalion 
of bis ivory image, Arachne of his wooden swan; 
especially painters, who playing with their own con- 
ceits, now coveting to draw a glancing eye, then a 
rolling, now a winking, still mending it, never ending 
it, till thev be caught with it ; and then (poor souls) 
they kiss the colours with their lips, with which before 
they were loth to taint their fingers. 

Alexander. I will find it out. Page, go speedily for 
Apelles, will him to come hither, and when you see us 
earnestly in talk, suddenly cry out, Apelles*s.shopison 
fire. 

Page, It shall be done. 

Alexander, Forget not your lesson. 

Hephestion. I marvel what your device shall be. 

Alexander. The event shall prove. 

Hepheniion. I pity the poor painter, if he be in love. 

Alexander, Pity him not, I pray thee ; . that severe 
gravity set aside, what do -you think of love ? 

HepheitioH, As the Macedonians do of their herb 
beet, which looking yellow in the ground, and black in 
the hand, think it better seen than ,touch'd. 

Alexander, But what do you imagine it to be? 

Hephestion, A word by superstition thought a god, 
by use tum'd to an humour, by self-will made a flater- 
ing madiiess. 

^ Alexander. You are too hard-hearted to think so of 
love. Let us go to Diogenes— Diogenes, thou may*st 
fthink it somewhat, that Alexander cometh to thee 
again so soon. 

VOL. IX. L 
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Diogenes, If you come to learn, you could not come 
soon enough ; if to laugh, you be come too soon. 

Hephestion, It would better become thee to be more 
courteous, and frame thyself to please. 

Diogefies. And you better to he less, if you durst 
displease. 

Alexander, What dost thou think of the time we 
have here ? 

THogenes, That we have little, and lose much. 

Alexander* If one be sick, what wouldst thou have 
him do ? 

Diogenes. Be sure that he make not his physician 
hb heir. 

Alexander. If thou mightest have thy will, how much 
ground would content thee ? 

Diogenes. As much as you in the end must be con- 
tented withal. 

Alexander. What, a world ? 

Diogenes. No, the length of my body. 

Alexander. Hephestion, shall I be a little pleasant 
with him ? 

Hephestion, You may ; but he will be very perverse 
with you. 

Alexander. ^ It skilleth not» I cannot be angry with 
him. Diogenes, I pray thee what dost thou think 
of love ? 

Diogenes. A little worser than I can of hate. 

Alexander. And why? 

Diogenes. Because it is better to hate the things 
which make to love, than to love the things which give 
occasion of hate. 

Alexander. Why, be not women the best creatuces 
in the world ? 



*^ It tkUkth not,} i. e. it matters not ; it is of no hnportanoe. So, 
in Lyly's Ettphues and kis England, 1582, p. 82 : " Wliethev it be 
** an in«dmanted leale, a veaise of PytKia, a figure of Ampfaion, a 
" character of Aschanes, an image of Venus, or a braunch of 
" SybiUa, it skiUeth not." 

Again, p. 85 : " — saying that it skillel^ not, how long things 
" were a doing, but how wul they were done." s. 
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Du^enes. Next men and bees. 

Alexander. What dost thou dislike chiefly in a 
woman ? 

Diogenes. One thing. 

Alexander. What? 

Diogenes. That she is a woman. 

Alexander. In mine opinion thou wert never born of 
a woman, that thou thinkest so hardly of women. But 
now Cometh Apelles, who I am sure is as far from thy 
thoughts, as thou art Arom his cunning. Diogenes, 
I will have thy cabin removed nearer to my court, 
because I will be a philosopher. 

Diogenes. And when you have done so, I pray you 
remove your court farther from my cabin, because I 
will not be a courtier. 

Enter Apelles. 

Alexander. But here cometh Apelles. Apelles, what 
piece of work have you now in hand ? 

Apelles. None in hand, if it like your majesty ; but I 
am devising a platform in my head* 

Alexander. I think your hand put it into your head • 
Ib it nothing about Venus ? 

Apelles. No, but something *^ above Venus. 

Page. Apelles ! Apelles ! look about you, your shop 
is on fire. 

Apelles. Ay me! if the picture of Campaspe be 
burnt, I am undone. 

Alexander. Stay, Apelles, no haste, it is your heart 
is on fire, not your shop ; and if Campaspe hang there, 
I would she were burnt. But have you the picture of 
Campaspe ? belike you love her well, that you care not 
tboi^h all be lost, so she be safe. 

Apelles. Not love her : but your majesty knows that 
painters in their last works are said to excel themselves ; 
and in this I have so much pleased myself, that the 
shadow as much delighteth me, being an artificer, 
as the substance doth others that are amorous. 

Alexander. You lay your colours grosly; though 

*^ above] Former editions read o^out. 
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I could not paint in your shop» I can spy into, .your ex- 
cuse. Be not ashamed, Apelles,. it is a. gentleman's 
sport to be in love. Call hither Campaspe. Metbinks 
I might have been made privy to your afTection; though 
my counsel had not been necessary, yet my coun- 
tenance might have been thought requisite. But Apel- 
les, forsooth, lov'd under hand, yea and uuder Alex- 
ander's nose, and — ^but I say no more. 

Apelles, Apelles loveth not so ; but he liveth to do as 
Alexander will. 

Enter Campaspe. 

Alexander, Campaspe, here is news; Apelles is in 
love with you. 

Campaspe, It pleaseth your majesty to say so. 

Alexander, Hephestion, I will try her too. — ?Cam- 
paspe, for the good qualities I know in Apelles, and 
the virtue I see in you, I am determined you shall 
enjoy one another. How say you, Campaspe, would 
you say ay ? 

Campaspe, Your handmaid must obey, if you com- 
.mand. 

Alexander, Think yoii not, Hephestion, that she 
would fain be commanded ? 

Hephestion,. I am no thought-catcher, . but *. I guess 
unhappily. 

Alexander, I will not enforce marriage, where I 
cannot compel love. 

Campaspe, But your majesty may move, a question^ 
where you be willing to have a match. 
. Alexander, Believe me, Hephestion, these parties are 
agreed ; they would have me both priest and witness. 
Apelles, take Campaspe. Why move ye not ? — Cam- 
paspe, take Apelles. Willitnot be? Ifyoube asham'd 
,one of the other, by my consent you shall never trome 
together. But dissemble not, Campaspe, do you love 
.Apelles ? 

* I gue$iunkaippily\ i. e. miflchievously. We still call amischiev- 
0U8 boy an unlucky rogue. See note on Hamlet, Shaksp : 1778, 
vol. X. p. 344. r 
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Campaspe, ' Pardon, my lord, I love Apelles. 

Alexander. Apelles, it we're a shame for you, being 
lov'd'so openly of so fair a virgin, to say the contrary. 
Do you love Campaspe? 

jipelle$. Only Campaspe. 

Alexander. Two loving worms, Hephestion! I per- 
ceive Alexander cannot subdue the aifiections of ' men, 
though^ he conquer their countries. Love falleth like a 
dew, as well upon the low grass, as upon the high 
cedar* Sparks have their heat, ants their gall, flies 
their spleen. Well, enjoy one another, I give her to 
thee frankly, Apelles. Thou shalt see that Alexander 
maketh but a toy of love, and leadeth affection in fet- 
ters ; using fancy as a fool to make him sport, or a 
minstrel to make him merry. It is not the amorous 
glance of an eye can settle an idle thought in the 
heart; * no, no, it is children's game, a life for semp- 
sters and scholars : the one pricking f in clouts, have 
nothing else to think on : the other picking fancies out 
of books, have little else to marvel at. Go, Apelles, 
take with you your Campaspe ; Alexander is cloy*d 
with looking on that, which thou wond'rest at. 

Apelles. Thanks to your majesty on bended knee, 
you have honoured Apelles. 

Campaspe. Thanks with bow'd heart, you have blest 
Campaspe. [ExeunU 

Alexander. Page, go warn Clytus and Parmenio, 
and the other lords, to be in readiness ; let the trumpet 
sound, strike up the drum, and I will presently into 
Persia. How now, Hephestion, is Alexander able to 
resist love as he list ? 

HephesUxm. The conquering of Thebes was not so 
honourable as the subduing of these thoughts. 

* See Nugs Antiqtue, toL II. p. 14. I. R. 

t prickxng in elcuU, &c.] Pricking in clotUi was a term fonneily 
used for tewing. So in. Sir John Harrington's Treatite on Playe, 
" For it is (be yt spoken under correctionj an unfittynge syght to 
** see a presence chamber emptv more that haulfe toe day, and 
" men cannot bee alwayes discowr8]n|r, nor women always 
-^* pricking in chwU; and therefore I say, it is not amisse to play 
** at some sociable game/' &c. 
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Alexander. It were a shame Alexander should de- 
sire to command the world, if he could not command 
himself. But come, let us go, I will try whether I can 
better my hand with my hearty than I could with mine 
eye. And, good Hephestion, when all the world is 
won, and every country is thine and mine, either find 
me out another to subdue, or on my word I will fall in 
love. [Exeunt. 



FINIS. 



THE 



EPILOGUE AT THE BLACK FRIERS. 



Where the rainbow toucheth the tree, no caterpillers 
will hang on the leaves ; where the glow-worm > creep* 
eth in the night> no adder will go in the day : We 
hope, in the ears where our travails be lodged, no carp- 
ing shall harbour in those tongues. Our exercises 
must be as your judgment is, resembling water, which 
is always of the same colour into what it runneth. In 
the Trepan horse lay couch'd soldiers, with children ; 
and in heaps of many words we fear divers unfit, 
among some allowable.* But as Demosthetiesy with 
often breathing up the hill, amended his stammering 'i 
so we hope, with sundry labours^ against the hair, to 
correct our studies. If the tree be blasted that blos- 
soms, the fault is in the wind, and not in the root; and 
if our pastimes be mis-liked, that have been allow'd, 
you must impute it to the malice of others, and not 
our endeavour. — And so we rest in good case, if you 
rest well content. 

* allowable, alUnv'd] i. e. praifle-worthy, prauied. See note on 
Kbg Lear, Shaksp : 1778, vol. IX. p. 441. S. 

^ — againtt the hair,'] ThiB pihrase occurs in the Merry Wives of 
WmdtoTf A.'f . & 8. and Mr. Steevens obsenres, that it is " pro- 
" Terldal, and is taken from stroking the hair of animalH a 
" contrary way to that in which it grows. We now say against 
" the ^rain." 

So, in Dekker's Satiromattrix : ** — go, let them lift up baldness 
" to the sky ; and thou shalt see twill turn Minever's heart 
" quite against the hair" 

Middleton's Mayor of Quinborough, A»S. S. 2 : 
'* Books in women's hands are as much againtt 
" The hair methinks, as to see men wear stomachers." 



THE 

EPILOGUE AT THE COURT. 



We cannot tell whether we are falleii among Diomedes's 
birds or his horses ; the one receiv'd some men with 
sweet notes, the other bit all men with sharp teeth. 
But as Homer's gods conyey'd them into clouds^ whom 
they would have kept from curses ; and as Venus, lest 
Adonis should be prick'd with the* stings of adders, 
covered his face with the wings of swans; so we hope, 
being shielded with your highness's countenance, we 
shall, though we hear the neighing, yet . not feel the 
kicking, of those jades; and receive, tho' no praise 
(which we cannot deserve) yet a pardon, which in all 
humility we desire. As yet we cannot tell what we 
should term our labours, iron, or bullion ; only it be- 
longeth to your majesty to make them fit either for 
the forge or the mint; current by the stamp, or coun- 
terfeit by the anvil. For as nothing is to be called white/ 
unless it had been named white by the first creator, 
so can there be nothing thought good in the opinion of 
others, unless it be christened good by the judgment of 
yourself. For ourselves again, we are like these' 
torches, wax, of which, being in your highnesses hands, 

?^ou may make doves or vultures, roses or nettles, 
aurel for a garland, or * elder for a disgrace. 

* tidier for a disgrace*'\ Because Judas is said to have hung him- 
self on an elder-ine 
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EDITIONS. 

(1.) ** A most excellent Comedie of Alexander, Cam- 
''paspe, and Diogenes, played beefore the Queenes 
" Majestie on Twelfe-day at night, by her Majesties 
" ChUdren, and the Children of Paules. Imprinted at 
'' London for Thomas Cadman, 1584, 4to/* 



(2.) **^ Campaspe, played beefore the Queenes Ma- 
" jestie on New-yeai^es-day at night, by her Majesties 
'* Children, and the Children of Paules. Imprinted 
'* at London for Thomas Cadman, 1584, 4to.'' 



(3.) ^' Campaspe, played beefore the Queenes Ma- 
" jestie on Twelfe-day at night, by her Majesties Chil- 
*' dren, and the Children of Paules. Imprinted at 
" London by Thomas Orwin, for William Broome, 
" 1591, 4to." 

(4.) " Campaspe, played before the Queenes Ma- 
*^ jestie on Twelfe-day at night, by her Majesties Chil- ^ 

*' dren, and the Children of Paules. London, Printed 1 

"by William Stansby, for Edward Blount, 1632, 
" 12mo.'' 
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TANCRED AND GISMUNDA. 



This Play was originally acted before Queen Eliza- 
heth, at the Inner Temple, in the year 1568. It was 
the production of five Gentlemen, who were probably 
Students of that Society ; and by one of them, Mr. 
Robert Wilraot, afterwards much altered and published 
in the year 1592. Of the Editor Mr. Wilmot* no fur- 
ther account can be obtained*. From a passage in 
his Dedication to the Societies of the Inner and Middle 
Temples, in which he speaks of the censure which 
might be cast upon him from the indecorum of pub- 
lishing a Dramatick Work arising from his calling, it 
may be conjectured that he had diverted his studies 
from Law to Divinity, and had then taken orders. He 
was certainly then resident in the County of Essex ; 
but when he died, or whether he left any other works, 
I have not been able to discover. 

* He is mentioned by Webbe, in his Discourse of English Poetrie, 
1586, Sign. C 4, with other Poets of that time, as Whetstone, 
Mmiday, John Graonge Knight, Wylmot, Dairell, FC, FK, GB, 
and others whose names he could not remember. 

• Robert Wilmot, A. M. was presented to the rectory o£ North 
Okenham in Essex, the 28th df Nov. 1582, by Gabriel Poyntz : 
and to the vicarage of Homdon on the Hill, in the same county, 
the 2d Dec. 1585, by the Dean and Chapter of St. Faul's.-r-New- 
court's Kepertorium. S. 



158 

To the Right Worshipful and Virtuous Ladies, the 
Lady Mary Peter, and the Lady Anne Gray, 
long health of body, with quiet of mind, in the 
favour of God and Men for ever. 

It is most certain (right virtuous and worshipful) that 
of all human learning. Poetry (how contemptible so 
ever it is in these days) is the most ancient ; and in 
Poetry, there is no argument of more antiquity and 
elegancy than is the matter of Love ; for it seems tx» 
be as old as the world, and to bear date from the first 
time that man and woman was : therefore in this, as iii 
the finest metal, the freshest wits have in all ages 
shown their best workmanship. So amongst others 
these Gentlemen, which with what sweetness of voice 
and liveliness of action they then expressed it, they 
which were of her Majesty's right Honourable Maidens 
can testify. 

Which being a discourse of two lovers, perhaps it 
may seem a thing neither fit to be offered unto your 
Ladyships, nor wt)rthy me to busy myself withall : yet 
can I tell you, Madams, it differeth so far from the 
ordinary amorous discourses of our days, as the man- 
ners of our time do from the modesty and innocency 
of that age. 

And now for that weary winter is come upon us, 
which bringeth with him drooping days and tedious 
nights^ if it be true, that the motions of our minds 
follow the temperature of the air wherein we live, 
then I think, the perusing t>f some mournful matter, 
tending to the view of a notable example, will refresh 
your wits in a gloomy day, and ease your weariness of 
the louring night. Which if it please you, may serve 
ye also for a solemn revel against this Festival time, 
for Gwfnunds bloody shadow, with a little cost, may 
be intreated in her self-like person to speak to ye. 

Having therefore a desire to be known to your W. 
I devised this way with myself to procure the same, 
persuading myself, there is nothing more welcome to 
your wisdoms, then the knowledge of wise, grave, and 
worthy matters, tending to the good instructions of 
youths, of whom you are mothers. 
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In this respect therefore, I shall humbly desire ye to 
bestow a favourable countenance upon this litde labour, 
which when ye have graced it withall, I must and will 
acknowledge myself greatly indebted unto your Lady- 
ships in this behalf: neither shall I amongst the rest, 
that admire your rare virtues (which are not a few in 
Essex), cease to commend this undeserved gentleness. 

Thus desiring the king of heaven to increase his 
graces in ye both, granting that your ends may be as 
honourable, as your lives are virtuous, I leave with a 
vain babble of many needless words to trouble you 
longer. 

Your Worships most dutiful 

and humble Orator, 

Robert Wilmot. 
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TO HIS FRIEND R. W. 

Master R. W. look not now for the termis of an in- 
treator, I will beg no longer ; and for your promises, I 
will refuse them as bad Payment : neither can I be 
satisfied with any thing; but a peremptory performance 
of an old intention of yours, the publishing I mean of 
those waste papers (as it pleaseth you to call them, but, 
as I esteem them, a most exquisite invention) of Gis- 
mund's tragedy*. Think not to shift me off with 
longer delays, nor alledge more excuses to get further 

* It appears from ' William Webbe's' Epistle ' prefixed to the 
Tragedy of Gismond, that after its first exhibition it was laid aside, 
and at some distance of time was new-written by W. Wilmot. 
The reader, therefore, may not be displeased with a specimen of it 
in its original dress. It is here given from the fragment of an ancient 
MS. taken out of a chest of papers formerly belonging to Mr. 
Powell, father-in-law to the author of Para£se Lost, at Forest- 
Hill, about four miles from Oxford, where in all probability some 
curiosities of the same kind may remain, ^e contents of these 
chests (for I think there are more than one) having never yet been 
properly examined. The following extract is from the conclusion 
of the piece : — Reed. 

But in thie brest if eny sparke remaine 

Of thie dere love. If ever yet I coulde 

So moche of the deserve, or at the least 

If with my last desire I may obtaine 

This at thie handes give me this one request 

And lett me not spend my last breath in vaine. 

My lief desire I not, which neither is 

In the to geave nor in my self to save 

Allthoughe I wolde. Nor yet I aske not this 

As mercye for myne Erie in ought to crave 

Whom I to well do knowe howe thou hast slaine. 

No no father thy hande and cruell wronge 

With pacience as I may I will sustaine 

In woefull lief which nowe shall not be longe^ 

But this one suite, father, if unto me 

Thou graunte, thoughe 1 cannot the same requite 

Th' immortall godd^ shall render unto the 

Thie due rewarde and largely guerdon it. 

That since it pleasde the not thus secretly 

I might enjoye my love, his corps and myne 

Hay nathdes together graved be 

And in one tombe our bodies both to shrine 
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respite, lest I arrest you with my actum est, and com- 
mence such a suit of unkindness against yoU; as when 

With which this small request eke do 1 praie 
That on the same graven in bras thou place 
This woefall epitaphe which I shall save. 
That all lovers may rewe this mootnfiil case. 
Loe here within one tombe where harbor twaine 
Gismonda Quene and Countie Pallurine ! 
She loved him, he for her love was slaine, 
For whoes revenge eke lyes she here in shrine. 116 

[Gitmanda dieth, 
Tancred, O me alas, nowe do the cruell paines 
Of cursed death my dere daughter bereave. 
Alas whie bide I here 1 the sight const raines 
Me woefttll man, this wo^uU place to leave. 

SCENE lU. 

Tancred cojneHk out of Giwumdi Chancer : 

Tancred, O dolorous happe, ruiiiU and all of woe 
Alas I caitif wretehe what lesteth y^e 
Shall 1 now live -that with these eyes did soe 
Beholde my daughter die, what shall I see 
Her death oefoze my face that wae my lyfe 
And I to live that was her lives decaie ? 
Shall not this hande reach to this harte the knyf 
That maye bereve both sight and lief awaye, 
And in the shadowea dacke to soke her ghoste 
And wander there with her '*. shall not alas 
This speedie deal^ be wrought, sith 1 have loste 
My dearest joie ol aU 1 what shall I pas 
My latter dfue»in:paine, andspende myne age 
In teares and plainte ! shall I nowe leade my lief 
All solitaire as doth the birde in cage. 
And feeijCs my woefull yeres with waiUfiill grief t 
Ko mH sowiu I not my da^i^ prolonge 
To seke to live one hower sith she is gone : 
This brest so can notbende to suche a wronge. 
That she shnlde die and I to live alone. 
No, 'this will £ : shec shall have her request 
And an most royaU soite her funeral! 
•Will I per£oime. Within one iombe shall rest 
Her Erie and ^e; her epitaphe withall 
Gravde thereon shal be. This will I doe 
And w'hen these eyes some aged teares have sbedd 

' ' llie tombe my self then will i creepe into 

And with my blood aU bayne their ixidies dedd. 

VOL. ir. >* • 



the case iihall be scan*d before the judges of coortesy^. 
the court will cry out of your immoderate modesty ». 

This liarte there will I place»aiui reave thia brest 

The irksome lyf, and wreake my wrathfiil yre 

Upon my self. She shAfi have her request. 

And I by death will purchase my .desire*. 47 

FINIS* 



JEPILOGUS. 

If nowe perhapps ye either looke to see 
Th' unhappie lovers, or the craell sire 
"Here to be buried as fittes their degree 
Or as the dying lady did require 
Or as the rutlmill kmge in deepe despaire 
Behight of late (who nowe himself l^th slaine) 
Or if perchance ye stande in -dowtfull feare 
Sith madd Megera is not retumde aeaine 
Least wandring in the world she so oestowe 
The snakes that crall about her furious face 
As they maye raise newe ruthes new kinds of woe 
Both so and there, and suche as you percase 
Wold be full loth so great so neaie to see 
I am come forthe to do you all to wete 
Through griefe wherein me lords of Saleme be 
The burisJl pomp is not prepared yet : 
And for the furie you shall understande 
That neither doth the little greatest god 
Find «uch rebelling here in Britayne lande 
Against his royall power as asketh rodd 
Of ruth from hell to wreake his names decaie 
Nor Pluto hereth engUshe ghostes complaine 
Or dames disteyned lives. Therfore you maye. 
Be free from feare, sufficeth to maintains 
The virtues which we honour in you all^ 
So as our Britayne ghostes when life is past 
Maie praise in heaven, not plaine in Pluto's hall 
Our dames, but holde them virtuous and .chaste, 
Worthie to live where furie never came. 
Where love can see, and beres no dedly bowe, 
Whoes lives th' etemall trompe of glorious fame 
With joiefuU sounde to honest cares shall blowe* 60 

rims. 

TheTragedie of Gismonde of Saleme. 

Here follow in the MS# Three " Sonetts on the Queues Maides" 
The Argumenti .and Peison^e Dramatis, whid^ .it vere useless to 
transcribe. 
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And Am much I tell you before, you shall not be able 
to wage agmst me in the charges growing upon this 
action, especii^y if the worshipful company of the 
Inner-Temple gentlemen patronize mv cause, as un*- 
doubtedly they wiU, y^, and rather plead partially for 
me, than let my cause nutGairy, because themselves are 
parties. The tragedy was by them most pithily framed, 
and no less curiously acted m view of her Majesty, by 
whom it was then €ls princely accepted, as of the whole 
honourable audience notably applauded : yea, and of 
all men generally desired, as a work, either in stateli^ 
ness of shew, depth of conceit, or true ocnaments of 
poetical art, inferior to none of the best in that kind : 
no, were the Roman Seneca the censurer. The brave 
youths that then (to their high praises) so feelingly per- 
formed the same in action, did shortly aiW lay up the 
book unregarded, or perhaps let it run abroad (as 
many parents do their children once past dandling) 
not respecting so much what hard fortune might befall 
it being out of their fingers, as how their heroical wits 
might again be quickly conceived with new inventions 
of like worthiness, whereof they have been ever since 
wonderful fertile. But this orphan of theirs (for he 
wand'reth as it were fatherless) hath notwithstanding, 
by the rare and beautiful perfections appearing in him, 
hitherto never wanted great favourers and loving pre- 
servers. Among whom I cannot sufficiently commend 
your charitable zeal, and scholarly compassion towards 
him, that have not only rescued and defended him 
from the devouring jaws of oblivion, but vouchsafed 
also to apparel him in a new suit at your own charges, 
wherein he may again more boldly come abroad, and 
by your permission return to his old parents, cloathed 
pernaps not in richer or more costly furniture than it 
went from them, but in handsomeness and fashion 
more answerable to these times, wherein fashions are 
so often altered. Let one word suffice for your en-^ 
cours^ement herein ; namely, that your commendable 
pains in disrobing him of his antique curiosity, and 
adorning him with the approved guise of our stateliest 
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English terms (not diminishing, but more augmenting 
his artificial colours of absolute poesy , derived from his 
&rst parents) cannot but be grateful to most men's ap*- 
petites, who upon our experience we know . highly to 
esteem such lofty measures of sententiously composed 
tragedies. . 

How much you shall. make me, and the rest of your 
private friends beholden to you, 1 list not to discourse: 
and therefore grounding upon these^alledged reasons, 
that the suppressing of this tragedy^ so worthy for the 
press, were no other thing than wilfully to defraud 
yourself of an universal thank, your friends of their 
expectations, and sweet Gigmund of a famous eternity. 
I will cease to doubt of any other pretence '■ to cloak 
your bashfulness, hoping^ to read it in print (which 
lately lay neglected amongst your papers) at our next 
appointed meeting. 

I bid you heartily fareweh From Pftgo in Essex^ 
jiugust the eighth, } ^9 1, 

Turn file 8( facultate 

GuiL. Wbbbb*. 

2 William Webbe was the Author of " A Discourse of English 
** Foetrie : together with the Authors Judgment, touching the 
" reformation of our English Verse." B. L. 4to. 1586. > 
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To the Worshipful and Learned Society, the Gentle- 
men Students of the Inner Temple, with the rest 
of his good Friends, the Gentlemisn of the Middle 
Temple, and to all other courteous Readers, R.W. 
wisheth increase of all health, worship, and learning, 
with the immortal glory of the graces adorning the 

' $ame. .' 

i . • : . ■ . • , 4 

-Ye may pe^ceiye (right Worshipful) in perusing the 
fomver Epistle' sent to. me» how sore I am beset with 
the importunities of my friends, to publish this Pam- 
phlet : truly I am and hate been (if there be in me any 
soundness of judgement) of this opinion, that whatso* 
.ever is committed to the press is commended to eter- 
nity, and it shall stand a lively witness with our con- 
science, to our comfort or confusion, in the reckoning 
,of that great day. 

Advisedly therefore was that Proverb used of our 
elder Philosophers, Manum a Tabula ; with-hold thy 
hand from the paper, and thy papers from the print or 
light of the world : for a lewd word escaped is irrevo- 
cable, but a badofibase discourse published in print is 
intolerable* 

Hereupon I have indured some conflicts between 
reason and judgement, whether it were convenient for 
the commonwealth, with the indecorum of my calling 
(as some think it) that the memory of Tancred^s Tragedy 
should be again by my means revived, which the oftner 
I read over, and the more I considered thereon, the 
sooner I was won to consent thereunto: calling to mind 
that neither the thrice reverend and learned father, M. 
Beza, was ashamed in his younger years to send abroad, 
in his own name, his Tragedy of Ahrahamy nor that 
rare Scot (the scholar of our age) Buchanan^ his most 
pathetical Jephtha, 

Indeed I must willingly confess this work simple, 
and not worth comparison to any of theirs : for the 
writers of them were grave men ; of this, young heads : 
In them is shewn the perfection of their studies ; in 
this, the imperfection of their wits. Nevertheless 
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herein they all agree, commending virtue, detesting 
vice, and lively deciphering their overthrow that sup- 
press not their unruly affections. These things noted 
herein, how simple soever the verse be, I hope the 
matter will be acceptable to the wise. 

Wherefore I am now bold to present Gismund to your 
sights, and unto yours only, for therefore have I con- 
jured her, by the love that hath been these twenty-four 
years betwixt us, that she wax not so proud of her 
fresh painting, to straggle in her plumes abroad, but 
to contain herself within the walls of your house; so 
am I sure she shall be safe from the Tragedian Tyrants 
of pur time, who are not ashamed to affirm that there 
can no amorous poem savour of any sharpness of wit, 
unless it be seasoned with scurrilous words. 

But leaving them to their lewdness, I hope you, and 
all discreet readers will thankfully receive my pains, 
the fruits of my first harvest : the rather^ perceiving 
that my purpose in this Tragedy tendeth only to the 
exaltation of virtue, and suppression of vice, with plea- 
sure to profit and help all men, but to offend or hurt 
no man. As for such as have neither the grace, nor 
the good gift, to do well themselves, nor the common 
honesty to speak well of others, I must (as I may) hear 
and bear their baitings with patience. 

Yours devoted in his ability, 

R. WltMOT. 



A PREFACE 

TO 

THE QUEEN'S MAIDS OF HONOUR. 



Flowers of prime, pearls couched all iii gold, 
Light of our days, that glads the fainting hearts 
Of them that shall your shinning gleams behold, 
Salve of each sore, recure of inward smarts. 
In whom virtue and beauty striveth so 
As neither yields : behold here, for your gain, 
Gismund's unlucky love, her fault, her woe, 
And death ; at last her cruel father slain 
Through his mishap ; and though you do not see, 
Yet read and rue their woful tragedy. 
So Jove, as your high virtues done deserve. 
Grant you such ^ pheers as may your virtues serve 
With like virtues ; and blissful Venus send 
Unto your happy loves an happy end. 

ANOTHER TO THE SAME. 

GisMVKD, that whilome liv'd her father's joy 
And died his death, now dead, doth (as she may) 
By us pray you to pity her annoy. 
And, to requite the same, doth humbly pray. 
Heavens to ^forefend your loves from like decay. 

' pheen,'] Pheers offnAea a huBband, a friend, or a coMpamon, 
and in all these senses it is used in oar ancient writeis. It here 
means a hudtand. So, in Lylj^'s Eupkues, 1581, p. 29 : " If he be 
*' Tonng, he is the more fitter to be thy pheere. If he bee olde, the 
" lyker to thine aged father." 

Again, A. 2. S. 3. and A. 4. S. 3. 

^firrfend] Prevent, or forbid. So, in Euphues and hit England, 
1582, p. 40 : " For never shall it be said that Iffida was £Use to 
ThixsoB, « though Thiisos be faithlesse (which the GfidBforrfend) 
" onto Iffida." 
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The faithful Earl doth also make request, 
Wishing those worthy knights whom ye embrace. 
The constant truth that lodged in his breast. 
His hearty love, not his unhappy case, 
Befall to such as triumph in your grace. 
The King prays pardon of his cruel hest^. 
And for amends desires it may suffice, 
That by his blood he wameth all the rest 
Of fond fathers, that they in kinder wise 
Intreat the jewels where their comfort lies. 
We, as their messengers beseech ye all 
On their behalfs to pity all their smarts. 
And for ourselves (although the worth be small) 
We pray ye to accept our humble hearts, 
Ayow*d to serve witJi prayer and with praise 
Your honours, all unworthy other ways. 

^ hest,'] Commaad. So, in Lyly's Euphuesand his England, p. 78 : 
*' For tlus I sweare by her whose lightes canne never die Vesta, 
" and by her wJwse heasts are not to be broken Diana, &c/' 
Again, Shakspeare's Ttm^pett, A. 3. S. 1 : 

" — O my father, 

** I have broke your hest to say so V* 
Prologue to Araygnennent of Paris, 1584 : 

" Done by the pleasure of the powers above, 

" Whose hestes men must obey :" 
The word occurs again in A. 4. S. 2. A. 4. S. 4. and A. 5. S. 1. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Tancred, the King, 
GuiszABD, Count Palurin. 
JuLiOy Lord Chamberlain, 
Renitchio, Captain of the Guard, 
Cupid. 

GiSMUNDA, the King's Daughter, 
LucRECE, her Aunt, 

MEOiERA. 



CHORUSSES. 



ARGUMENT OF THE TRAGEDY. 



Tan c REP, the Prince of Salerue, oyer loves 
His only daughter (wonder of that age) 
Gismundy who loves the County ^ Palurin 
Guishard, who quits their likings with his love : 
A letter in a cane describes the means 
Of their two meetings in a secret cave. 
Unconstant fortune leadeth forth the king 
To this unhappy sight, wherewith in rage 
The gentle Earl he doometh to his death, . 
And greets his daughter with her lover's heart. 
Gismunda fills the goblet with her tears, 
And drinks a poison which she had distill'd. 
Whereof she dies, whose deadly countenance 
So grieves her father, that he slew himself. 

ANOTHER OF THE SAME, MORE AT LARGE, IN PROSE. 

Tancred, King of Naples and Prince of Salerne, 
gave his only daughter Gismund (whom he most dearly 
loved) in marriage to a foreign prince, after whose death 
she returned home to her father, who having felt great 
grief of her absence whilst her husband lived, immea- 
surably esteeming her, determined never to suffer any 
second marriage to bereave him- of her. She, on the 
other side, waxing weary of that her father's purpose, 
bent her mind to the secret love of the County Palurin : 
to whom (he being likewise inflamed with love of her) 
by a letter subtilly enclosed in a cloven cane, she gave 
to understand a convenient way for their desired meet- 
ings^ through an old ruinous vault, whose mouth opened 

* County] The County Pdurin, a few lines lower is called Earl. 
Mr.Tyrwhitt says, that County signified NobUmenm geneial ; and 
the examples wmch might be quoted from this Play would suifi- 
ciently prove the truth of the ooservation. See Shakspeare, vol. X» 
p. 39. 
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directly under her chamber floor. lato this vault when 
she was one day descended (for the conveyance of her 
lover), her father in the mean season (whose only joy 
was in his daughter) came to her chamber, and not 
finding her there, supposing her to have been walked 
abroad for disport, he threw him down on her bed, and 
covered his head with a curtain, minding to abide and 
rest there till her return. She nothing suspecting this 
her father*s unseasonable comin*^, brought up her lover 
out of the cave into her chamber, where her father 
espied their secret love : and he (not espied of them) 
was upon this sight stricken with marvellous grief; but 
either for that the sudden despight had amazed him, 
and taken from him all use of speech or for that he re- 
solved himself to a more convenient revenge, he. then 
spake nothing, but noted their return into the vault, 
and secretly departed. Afterward, bewailing his mishap, 
he commanded the Earl to be attached, imprisoned, 
strangled^ unbowelled, and his heart in a cup of gold to 
be presented to hts daughter : she thankfully receiveth 
the present, filling the cup (wherein the heart was) with 
her tears, with a venomous potion (by her distilled for 
that purpose) she drank to her Earl. Which her father 
hearing of, came too late to comfort his dying daughter, 
who for her last request besought him, that her lover 
and herself might in one tomb be together buried for a 
perpetual memory of their faithful loves ; which request 
he granted, adding to the burial, himself slain with hia 
own hands, to his own reproach, and the terror of 
jail other hard-hearted fathers. 



TANCRED AND GISMUNDA^ 



ACT. I. SCEN. I. 

Cup ID aomeih out of the heavens in a cradle offioteerSf 
draunng forth upon the £tage^ im a blue twUt of silk^ 

■■ from. his left hand. Vain Hope, Britile Joy : And 
with a carnation twist of- sUk Jrom his right hand, 
JPbtr Resemblance, Late Repentance. 

Cupid. Thjere rest my chariot, on the inountaia tops, 
ly that in shape appear unto yoqr sight 
A naked boy, not cloalli'd but with my wings. 
Am that great God of Love, who with his might 
Ruleth the vast wide world, and liying things. 
This left hand bears vain Hope, short joyftd state. 
With fair Resemblance, lovers to allare : 
This right hand holds Repentance all too latd, 

7 The story of this Tragedy is taken from Boccace*fl Dieameron, 
Day 4th, Novel first. Ithadi also been versified according to Mr. 
Warton (History rf English Poetry, vol. II. p. SS8.) bv William 
Walter, a retainer to Sir Henry Mamey, Chancellor of the Duchy 
of Lancaster. This versification he supposes to have been printed 
by Wynkyn de Worde. It was afterwards reprinted in the year 
1597, under the title of " 71^ Statdie Trag^y of GviOhard ond 
Sismond, m two Boakes" Amongst other Poems in a Volume, 
entitled " Certains Worthye Manuscript Poems rf great Antiquitie re- 
" served long in the Studye of a Northfolke Gent, ar^ now first published 
" by J. S" Mr. Dryden also versified it a second time. See 
his Works, vol. III. 8vo. Edition, p. 245. Oldys, in his MS. 
Notes on Langbaine, says the same story is in Painter's Palace <f 
Pleasure, vol. I. and a French Novel called Guidiard and Sigis- 
monde fils de Tancredies Prince de Saleme mis en Latin, par Leon 
Arretin, et traduit in vers Fianqois, par Jean Fleoiyy 4to. Paris, 
Let. Gothiques. 
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War, 'fire, blood, and pains without recure. 

On sweet Ambrosia is not my food. 

Nectar is not my drink : as to the rest, 

** Of all the gods, I drink the lover's blood, 

" And feed upon the heart within his breast." 

Well hath my power in heaven and earth been try'd, 

And deepest hell my piercing force hath known. 

The marble seas* my wonders hath descry'd, 

Which elder age throughout the world hath blown. 

To me, the king of gods and men doth yield. 

As witness can the Greekish maid^, whom I 

Made like a cow go glowing through the field, 

Lest jealous Juno should the 'scape espy. 

The doubled night, the sun's restrained course, 

His secret stealths, the slander to eschew, 

In shape transformed '^, we list not to discourse. 

All that and more we forced him to do. 

The warlike Mars: hath not subdu'd our might, 

We fear'd him not^ his fury nor disdain. 

That can the gods record, before whose sight 

He lay fast wrapt in Vulcan's subtle chain. 

He that on earth yet hath not felt Our power. 

Let him behold the fledl and cruel spoil 

Of thee, fair Troy, of Asia the flowet. 

So foul defac'd,and level'd with the soil. 

Who forc'd Leander with his naked breast 

So many nights to cut the frothv waves, 

But Hero's love, that, lay inclos d in Sest ? 

The stoutest hearts to me shall yield them slaves. 

Who could have match'd the huge " Alcides' strength ? 

' jire] This word seems anciently to have been pronounced as 
twosyU^les. See Carnelimj A, 4u Choms. 

* 'Ae marble ieasJ] An epithet adopted from Virgil's ^neid, lib. 
6, V. 7«9. 

£t quae marmoreo fert monstra sub sequore pontiis. 
lUd. Ub. 7. V. t8. 

lento luctantur marmore tonse. 

Again, Qemg. U ^JtMk^ 

— -^^^'^'■^.^fidiimYemis impellete marmo?'. S. 

• lo. • : •-■ ^* ■ ; ; I - V. , . 

*® liketo Ampiihribtf^Alcmena. ^ 
" Hercules. 
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Great ^^Maoedon, what force might have sabduM? 

Wise Scipio, who overcame at length. 

But we, ihpi are with greater force endu'd ? 

Who could have conquered the golden fleece 

But Jason, aided by Medea's art ? 

Who durst have stoln fair Helen out of Greece 

But I, with love that boldned Paris' heart ? 

What bond of nature, what restraint avails 

Against our power ? I vouch to witness truth. 

The myrrh tree ^', that with shamefac'd tears bewails 

Her father's love, still weepeth yet for ruth ^^, 

But now, this world not seeing in these days 

Such present proofs of our all -daring power. 

Disdains our name, and seeketh sundry ways 

To scorn and scoff, and shame us every hour. 

A brat, a bastard, and an idle boy, 

A rod, a staff, a whip to beat him out. 

And to be sick of love, a childish toy : 

These are mine honours now the world about, 

My name disgrac'd. To raise again therefore. 

And in this s^, mine ancient renown 

By mighty acts intending to restore, 

Down to the earth in wrath now am I come ; 

And in this place such wonders shall ye hear. 

As these your stubborn and disdainful hearts, 

In melting tears, and humble yielding fear. 

Shall soon relent by sight of others smarts. 

This princely pali^ce will I enter in, 

^' Alexander. 

** Myrrbai 

^* — stiU toeepetk ffetfar ruthJ] i. e. for pity. So, A. 2. S. 2 : 

" Ab easily befidls that age wliich iUketh rvth," 
A. d. S. 1 : 

" — that hath the tyrant king 

** Withonten ruth commanded us to do." 
Milton's Lyeidas, h 16S : 

" Look homeward angel now and melt with ruth ; 

" And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hapless youth." 
Churchyard's Worthinett of Wak», 1587 : 

" Great rut&, to let so trim a seate goe downe, 

" The countries strength, and heautie of tiie towne/' 
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And there inflame the fair Gismunda so, . 
Inra^ng all her secret veins within. 
Through fiery Love, that she shall feel much woe. 
Too late Repentance, thou shalt bend my bow ; 
Vain Hope, take out my pale dead heavy shaft. 
Thou fair resemblance, foremost forth shalt go, 
With Brittle Joy : myself will not be least, 
But after me comes Death, and deadly Pain. 
Thus shall ye march, till we return agatn« 
Mean while, sit still, and here I shall you shew 
Such wonders, that at last with one accord 
Ye shall relent, and say, that now you know 
Love rules the world, Love is a mighty lord. [ExiU 
[Cupid with his train entereth into king TancretTs 
palace. 



ACT L SCEN. IL 

GiSMirNDA in purple cometh out of her chamber^ at- 
tended by four maids that are tfie Chorus. 

" Gismund, O vain, unstedfast state of mortal things! 
'' Who trust this world, leans to a brittle stay : 
'< Such fickle fruit his flattering bloom forth brings^ 
" Ere it be ripe, it falleth to decay." 
The joy and bliss that late I did possess, 
In weal at will, with one I loved best^ 
Is turned now into so deep distress, . 
As teacheth me to know the world's unrest* - 
For neither wit nor princely stomachs serve 
Against his force, that slays without respect 
The noble and the wretch : ne doth reserve 
So much as one for worthiness elect. 
Ah me, dear lord ! what well of tears may serve 
To feed the streams of my foreduUed eyes. 
To weep thy death, as thy death doth deserve. 
And wail thy want in full sufficing wise ? 
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Ye lamps of heayen, and all ye heavenly powers, 
Wherein did he procure your high disdain ? 
He neyer sought with vast huge mounting towers 
To reach aloft, and over-viewyour reig n : 
Or what offence of mine was it unwares, 
That thus your fury should on me be thrown, 
To plague a woman with such endless cares ? 
I fe^ that envy hath the heavens this shown : 
The sun his glorious virtues did disdain ; 
Mars at his mrsinhood mightily repin'd ; 
Yea, all the gods no longer could sustain. 
Each one to be excelled in his kind. 
For he my lord surpass'd them every one ; 
Such was his honour all the world throughout. 
But now, my love, oh I whither art thou gone ? 
T know thy ghost doth hover hereabout. 
Expecting me (thy heart) to follow thee : 
And I (dear love) would fain dissolve this strife. 
But stay a while, I may perhaps foresee 
Some means to be disburden'd of this life, 
^< And to discharge the duty of a wife, 
<' Which is, not only in this life to love, 
'< But after death her fancy not remove." 
Mean while accept of these our daily rites, 
Which with my maidens I shall do to thee. 
Which is, in songs to chear our dying spirits . 
With hymns of praises of thy memory. 

Cantant. Qtue mihi cantio nondum occurrit*. 

* QiMC mUd cantio tumdum oecufrU.'] These omifisiont are fre' 
quent in <mr old Plays, t See note on Lmt^s LcAour Lost, edit, of 
Shakspeare, IT^^, vol. II. p. 410. S. 
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ACT L SCEN. III. 

The song ended, Takcred the king eometh out of his 

palace with his guard, 

Tancred. Fair daughter, 1 have sought thee out with 
grief, 
To ease the sorrows of thy vexed heart. 
How long wilt thou torment thy father thus. 
Who daily dies to see thy needless teairs? 
Such bootless plaints, that know taor mean nor end. 
Do but increase the floods of thy lament ; 
And since the world knows well there was no want 
In thee, of aught that did to him belong, 
Yet all, thou seest, could not his life prolong : 
Why then dost thou provoke the heavens to wrath ? 
His doom of death was dated by his stars, 
" And who is he that may withstand his fate V* 
By these complaints, small good to him thou dost, 
Much grief to me, more hurt unto thyself, 
And unto nature greatest wrong of all. 

Gismunda, Tell me not of the date of nSiture's days^ 
Then in the April of her springing age r 
No, no, it was my cruel destiny. 
That spited at the pleasance of my life. 

Tancred. My daughter knows the proof of nature's 
course. 
" For as the heavens do guide the lamp of life, 
** So can they reach no farther forth the flame, 
" Than whilst with oil they do maintain the same.'* 

Gismunda. Curst be the stars, and vanishmay they 
curst. 
Or fall from heaven, that in their dire aspect** 
Abridged the health and welfare oWiny love. 

Tancred. Gismund, my joy, set all these griefs apart ; 
*^ The more thou art with hard mishap beset, 

u — agpict] In tbis manner the word was fonnwly TtccenMd. 
See Dr. Fanner's Euojf on ths teaming of ShakspMre; 

VOL* II. N 
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" The more thy patience should procure thine ease." 

,Gwmiim2. What hope of hap may chear my hapless 
chance ? 
What sighs, what tears may countervail my cares ? 
What should I do, but still his death bewail, 
That was the solace of my life and soul ? 
Now, now, I want the wonted guide and stay 
Of my desires, and of my wreckless thoughts. 
My lord, my love, my life, my liking gone. 
In whom as all the fulness of my joy. 
To whom I gave the first-fruits of my love. 
Who with the comfort of his only sight. 
All care and sorrows could from me remove. 
But, father, now my joys forepast to tell, 
Do but revive the horrors of my hell. 
As she that seems in darkness to behold 
The gladsome pleasures of the chearful light. 

Tancrtd, What then avails thee fruitless thus to rue 
His absence, whom the heavens cannot return ? 
Impartial death thy husband did subdue. 
Yet hath he spar'd thy kingly father's life : 
Who during lue, to thee a double stay. 
As father and as husband will remain. 
With double love to ease thy widow^s want, 
Of him whose want is cause of thy complaint. 
Forbear thou therefore all these needless tears, 
That nip the blossoms of thy beauty^s pride. 

(^xmund. Father, these tears love challengeth of diie«> 

TcnGTtd. But reason saith thou shouldst the same 
subdue. 

GviimnA. His funerals are yet before my sight* 

Tancred. In endless moans princes should not delight. 

Oismund, The turtle pines in loss of her true mate. 

Tancred. And so continues poor and desolate. 

Gismund. Who can forget a jewel of such price ? 

ToncraC She that hath learn'd to master her desires. 
" Let reason work, what time doth easily frame 
*' In meanest wits, to bear the greatest ills." 

Gismwid. So plenteous are the springs 
Of sorrows that increase my passions, . . 
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As neither reason can recure my smart, 
Nor can your care, nor fatherly comfort, 
Appease the stormy combats of my thoughts ; 
Such is the sweet remembrance of his life. 
Then give me leave, of pity^ pity me. 
And as I can I shall allay these griefs. 

Tancred, These solitary walks thou dost frequent, 
Yield fresh occasions to thy secret moans : 
We will therefore thou keep ns company, 
Leaving thy maidens with their harmony. 
^^ Wend thou with us. Virgins, withdraw yourselveis. 
[Tancred and Gismundf with the guards depart into 

tJie palace ; the four maidens stay behind, as 

Chorus to the Tragedy. 
Chorus 1. The diverse haps which always work our 

care. 
Our joys so far, our woes so near at hand. 
Have long ere this, and daily do declare 
The fickle foot on which our state doth stand. 
** Who plants his pleasures here to gather root, 
'^ And hopes his happy life will still endure, 
** Let him behold how death with stealing foot 
** Steps in when he shall think his joys most sure.'' 
No ransom serveth to redeem our days 
If prowess could preserve, or wordiy deeds, 
He had yet liv'd, whose twelve labours displays 
His endless fiune, and yet his honour spreads. 

10 Vftnd thm with uf .] Wend, L e. go. So, in Epilogue : 

" With violent hands he that his life doth end* 

** His damned sool to endless night doth wend.^* 
Again, Return from Pamastus, 1606, A. 5. S. 4 : 

'* Iliese my companions still with me must wend,** 
George a Green Pinner ef Wakefield, vol. IlL 

*^ Wilt thou leave Wakefield and wend with me, 

'' So .will I wend with Robin all along, 

'* For you aie wToiki|, and may not wend this way**' 
Chancers Canterbury Ttdes, Prologue, 1. 19 : 

" Befelle, tiiat, in a seson on a day, 

" In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay, 

** He^ to wenden on my pilgrimage, 

«' To canterbury with devout corage." 
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And that great king^^, that with so. small a power' 
Bereft the mighty Persian of his crown,. 
Doth witness well our life is but a flower, 
Though it be deck'd with honour and renown.. 

Chorus 2. " What grows to day in, favour, of the 
heaven, 
'' Nurst with the sun, and with the showers sweet, . 
" Pluck'd with the hand, it withereth ere even. 
" So pass our days even as the rivers fleet." 
The valiant Greeks that unto Troia gave 
The ten years siege, left but their names behind. 
And that he did so long and only save ' 
His father's walls ^^ found there at last his end. 
Proud Rome herself, that whilome laid her yoke 
On the wide world,. and vanquished all with war. 
Yet could she not remove the fatal stroke 
Of death, from them, that stretcht her pow'r so far. 

Chorus 3. Look what the cruel sisters- once de- 
creeds 
The Thunderer himself cannot remove : 
They are the ladies of our destiny, 
To work beneath, what is conspir'd above. 
But happy he that ends this mortal life 
By speedy death,, who is not forc'd tosee 
The many cares, nor feel the sundry griefs 
Which we sustain; in woe. and misery. 
Here fortune rules^ who when she list to play, 
Whirleth her wheel, and brings the high full low : 
To-morrow takes, what she hath given to-day. 
To show shex^an advance and overthrow. 
^9 Not Euripus' unquiet flood so oft 

^^ Alexander. 

" Hector. 

1' Not Euripus' unquiet flood so oft'] Eurijms Euboieus, or Chialci' 
dicus, is a narrow pasaage of sea dividing Attica and the Island of 
Eubcea, nowcaXled Golph deNegroponte. It ebbs and flowji seven 
times every day : the reason of which, it is ,said, when Aristotle 
could not find, he threw himself into the sea with these iK^OTds : 
Quia ego rum capio te, tu capias me. Sir Thomas Brown, in'his En- 
quiries into Vulgar Errors, b. 7. c. 14. appears to have been not 
satisfied with this accomit of Aristotle's death, which he has. taken 
some pains to render doubtful. 
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Ebbs in a day, and floweth to and fro, 

As fortune's change plucks down that was aloft, ' 

And mingleth joy with interchange of woe. 

Chorus 4. " Who lives below, and feeleth not the 
strokes, 
" Which often times on highest towers do fall, 
** Nor blustering winds, wherewith the strongest oaks 
" Are rent and torn, his life is sur'st of all :*' 
For he may fortune scorn, that hath no power 
On him, that is well pleas'd with his estate : 
He seeketh not her sweets, nor fears her sower. 
But lives contented in his quiet rate. 
And marking how these worldly .things do wade, 
Rejoice th to himself, and laughs to see 
The folly of men^ that in their wits have made 
Fortune a goddess, placed in the sky. 

Finis Actus u ExegU Rod, Stqf^ 



ACT II. SCEN. I. 

GISMUKDA AND LUCRECE. 

Gismunda, Dear aunt, my sole companion in distress, 
And true copartner of my thoughtful cares : 
When with myself I weigh my present state, 
Comparing it with my forepassed days. 
New heaps of cares afresh begin t' assay 
My pensive heart, as when the glittering rays 
Of bright Phoebus are suddenly overspread 
With dusky clouds, that dim his golden light : 
Namely, wnen I, laid in my widow's bed, 
Amid die silence of the quiet night, 
With curious thought the fleeting course observe 
Of gladsome youth, how soon his flower decays, 
*^ How time once past, may never have recourse, 
'* No more than may the running streams revert 
" To climb the hills, when they been rolled dow 



€€ 



182 TANCRED AND GISMUl^DA* [aCT. II. 

** The hollow vales. There is no curious art, 
" Nor worldly power, no, not the gods can hold 
The sway of flying time, nor him return 
When he is past : all things unto his might 
*^ Must bend, and yield unto the iron teeth 
'' Of eating time.'' This in the shady night; 
When I record, how soon my youth withdraws 
Itself away ! how swift my pleasant spring 
Runs out his race ! This, this (aunt) is the cause 
^ When I advise me sadly on this thing. 
That makes my heart in pensive dumps dismay'd. 
For if I should my springing years neglect, 
And suffer youth fruitless to fade away; 
Whereto live I ? or whereto was I bom ? 
Wherefore hath nature deck'd me with her grace ? 
Why have I tasted these delights of love, 
And felt the sweets of Hymeneus' bed ? 
But to say sooth (dear aunt) it is not I 
Sole and alone, can thus content to spend 
My cheerful years : my father will not still 
Prolong my mournings, which have griev'd him, 
And pleased me too lone. Then this I crave. 
To be resolved of his pnncely mind. 
For, stood it with the pleasure of his will 
To marry me, my fortune is not such. 
So hard, that I so long should still persist 
Mateless alone in woful widowhood. 

^ When I advite me sadly on tkit tMngi] Sadly, in most of our 
ancient writers, is used ais here for seriotuly. So, in Nash's Lenten 
Stuff, 1599 : " Nay, I will lay no wagers, for« now I perpondier 
" more tadly upon it, I think I am out indeed^" 

Hall's Chronicle, 1550, Henry IV. fo. t: " — his cosyn ger- 
** maine was nowe brought to that trade of livynge, that he litle or 
" nothynge regarded the counsaill of his uncles, nor of otiier grave 
" and tadde persones, but did all thynge at his pleasure." 

Ascham's Toxaphilus, 1571 : " — and when I sawe not you 
" amongea them, but at the last espyed you lookinge on your 
" booke here so tadlye, I thought to come and hold you with some 
** communication.'' 

Wafrton's Life cf Sir Thomas Pope, p. SO : " Wherein is an abbea 

namyd Dame Alice litsherbert, of the age lx yearet, a very 

sadde, discreate, and relegyous woman." 
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And shall I tell mme aunt? come hitl&er then, 

Give me that hand : By thine own right hand, 

I chsurge thy heart my councils to conceal. 

Late have I seen, and seeing took delight, 

And with delight, I will not say, I love 

A prince, an earl, a countie in the court. 

But love and duty force me to refrain, 

And driye away mese fond affections. 

Submitting tiiem unto my father's hest. 

But this (good aunt) this is my chiefest pain. 

Because I stand at such uncertain stay* 

For, if my kingly father would decree 

His final doom, that I must lead my life 

Such as I do, I would content me then 

To frame my fancies to his princely hest, 

And as I might endure the grief thereof. 

But now his silence doubleth all my doubts, 

Whilst my suspicious thoughts 'twixt hope and fear 

Distract me into sundry passions : 

Therefore (good aunt) this labour must be yours. 

To understand my father's will herein. 

For well I know your wisdom knows the means. 

So shall you both allay my stormy thoughts,* 

And bring to quiet my unquiet mind. 

Lucrece. Sufficeth this (good niece) that you have 
said; 
For I perceive what sundry passions 
Strive in your breast, which oftentimes ere this 
Your countenance confused did bewray. 
The ground whereof since I perceive to grow 
On just respect of this your sole estate, 
And skilful care of fleeting youth's decay^ 
Your wise foresight such sorrowing to eSeh^w 
I much commend, and promise as I may 
To break this matter, and impart your mind 
Unto your father, and to work it so^ 
As both your honour shall not be impeach'd. 
Nor he unsatisfied of your desire. 
Be you ho farther grieved, but return 
Into your chamber. I shall take this charge, 
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And you shall shortly truly understand 
What I have wrought, and what the king affirms. 
Gismunda, I leave you to the fortune of my stars> 
[Gismtmda departeth into her chamber ^ Lucrece 
abiding on the stage. 
Lucrece, The* heavens, I hope, will favour your* re- 
quest. 
My niece shall not impute the cause to be 
In my default, her will should want effect : 
But in the king is all my doubt, l^st he 
My suit for her new marriage should reject. 
Yet shall I prove him : and I heard it said> 
^* He means this evening in the^park to hunt. 
Here will I wait attending his approach^ 



ACT n. SCEN. II. 

Tancred Cometh out of his palace with Guiszarit, 
the Countie Palurin, Julio, the Lord Chamberlain, 
Ren UGH 10, captain of his guard, all ready to hunt. 

Tancred, Uncouple all. our hounds; Lords,, to tlie 
chace — 
Fair sister * Lucre, what's the news with you? 

Lucrece. Sir, as I always have employed my power, . 
And faithful service, such as lay in me, 
In my best wise to honour you and yours : 

*^ He means, &c.] Formerly this diversion wisus as much followed 
in the evening, as it was at an earlier hour in the day. In' Lan^- 
ham* 8 Account of the Entertainment at Kenelwerth Castle, we find that 
Queen Elizabeth always, .while there, hunted in the afternoon* 
" Monday was hot, and therefore her highness kept in till five 
'* a clok in the eeveing ; what time* it pleaz'd to ryde' forth into the 
" chase too hunt the hart of fors : which found alnon, aiid after 
" sore chased," &c. Again, " Miinday the 18 of this July, the 
" weather being hot, her highness kept the castle for coolness, till 
" about five a clok, her majesty in the chase, hunted the hart (as, 
before) of forz,*' &c. 

* Lucrece. O. G. 
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So now my bounden duty moveth me 
Your majesty most humbly to intreat. 
With patient ears, to understand the state 
Of my poor niece, your daughter. 

Tancred, What of her ? 

Is she not well ? Enjoys she not her health ? 
Say, sister, ease me of this jealous fear? 

Lucrece. She lives, my lord, and hath her outward 
health ; 
But all the danger of her sickness lies 
In the disquiet of her princely mind. 

Tancred. Resolve me; what afflicts my daughter so? 

Lucrece, Since when the princess hath intomb'd her 
lord. 
Her late deceased husband of renown ; 
Brother, I see, and very well perceive. 
She hath not clos'd together in his grave 
All sparks of nature, kindness, nor of love : 
But as she lives, so living may she feel 
Such passions as our tender hearts oppress, 
Subject unto th' impressions of desire : 
For well I wot my niece was never wrought 
Of steel, nor carved from the stony rock : 
Such stem hardness we ought not to expect 
In her, whose princely heart and springing years 
Yet flow'ring in the chiefest heat of youth. 
Is led of force to feed on such conceits. 
As easily befalls that age, which asketh ruth 
Of them, whom nature bindeth by foresight 
Of their grave years, and careful love, to reach 
The things that are above their feeble force : 
And for Qiat cause, dread lordy although — 

Tancred. Sister, I say. 
If you esteem, or aught respect my life, 
Her honour, and the welfare of our house, 
^ Forbear, and wade no farther in this speech. 

^ Forbear, and wade no farther, &c.] That is, proceed no further. 
So, A. S. S. 3 : 

" Therefore my counsel is you shall not stir, 
" Nor farther wade in such a case as this :" 
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Your words are wounds* I very well perceive 
The purpose of this smooth oration : 
This I suspected, when you first began 
This fair discourse with us : Is this the end 
Of all our hopes, that we have promised 
Unto ourself by this her widowhood ? 
Would our dear daughter, would our only joy, . 
Would she forsake .us ? would she leave us now 
Before she hath clos'd up our dying eyes, 
And with her tears bewaiFd our funeral ? 
No other solace, doth her father crave ; 
But, whilst the fates maintain his dying life. 
Her healthful pi^esence, gladsome, to his soul. 
Which rather than he willing would forego. 
His heart desires the bitter tase of death* 
Her late marriage hath taught us to our grief. 
That in the fruits of her perpetual sight 
Consists the only comfort and relief 
Of our unweildy age : for what delight, . 
What joy, what comfort, have we in this world ; 
Now grown in years, and overworn with cares, 
Subject unto the sudden stroke of death, 
Already falling like the mellowed fruit, 
And dropping by degrees into our grave ? 
But what revives us, what maintains our soul 
Within the prison of our withered breast. 
But our Qismunda, and her chearful sight ? 
O daughter, daughter ! what desert of mine, ^ 
Wherein have I been so unkind to thee, 
Thou should'st desire to make my naked house 
Yet once again stand desolate by thee ? 
O let such fancies vanish with their thoughts. 
Tell her, I am her father, whose estate. 
Wealth, honour, life, and all that we possess. 
Wholly relies upon her presence here. 

Turberville's Tragical Tales, 1587 : 

" £are thou doe vxtde so farre, leToke 

" to minde to bedlam boj» 
*' That in his forged wings of waxe 

*• reposed too great a joy :" 
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Tell her, I must account her all my joy, 
Work as she will : But yet she were unjust, 
To haste his death that live th by her sight. 

Lucrece. Her gentle heart abhors such ruthless 

thoughts. 
Tancred. Then let her not give place to these desires. - 
Lucrece. She craves the right that nature challengeth. 
Tancred, Tell her, the king commandeth otherwise. 
Lucrece, The king's commandment always should 

be just. 
Tancred* Whate'er it be, the king's command is just. 
Lucrece, Just to command: but justly must he charge. 
Tancred, He chargeth justly that commands as king. 
Lucrece. The king's command concerns the body best. 
Tancred, The king commands obedience of the mind* 
Lucrece. That is exempted by the law of kind. 
Tancred, That law of kiud* to children doth belong. 
Lucrece. In due obedience to their open wrong ? 
Tancred. I then, as king and father, will command. 
Lucrece. No more than may with right of reason 

stand. 
Tancred, Thou knowest our mind, ^ resolve her, de- 
part — 
Return the chace^ we have been chased enough. 

[Tancred retumeih into hU palace, and teaveth 
the hunt. 
Lucrece, He cannot hear, anger hath stopp'd his ears, 
And over-love his judgment hath decayd. 
Ah, my poor neice ! I shrewdly £eBx thy cause. 
Thy just complaint, shall never be relieved. 

* — - tiuit law of Jdnd.^ i.e. of nature. 

^ -r- resolve, bet.} Acquaint hPt vnih my resolution. To resolve, 
however, was sometimes used for convince, or satisfy. It may 
therefore mean^ eonvinee her of the propriety of my command. So, 
in Middleton's More Dissemblers besides Women, A. 1. S. 3 : 
" The blessing of perfection to yonr thoughts lady, 
" For I'm resolv'd they are good ones.^' 

Read is right in his first explanation, it is so used in Chapman's 
Msn^ Day, Act 1. S. 1. 

Tell her such a man will resolve her naming me. Anc. Dram, 
▼ol. 6. p. 6. O. G. 
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ACT II. SCEN. III. 

GrsMUNDA Cometh alone out of her chamber, 

'Gisfnunda. By this I hope my aunt hath mov'd the 
kiDg, 
And knows his mind, and makes return to me 
To end at once all this perplexity. 
Lo, where she stands. Oh ! how my trembling heart 
In doubtful thoughts panteth within my breast. 
For in her message doth rely my smart, 
Or the sweet quiet of my troubled mind. 

Lucrece. Niece, on the point you lately willed me 
To treat of with tlie king in your behalf, 
I brake even now with him so far, till he 
In Buddeh rage of grief, ere I scarce had 
My tale out told, pray*d me to stint my suit, 
As that from which his mind abhorred most. 
And well I see, his fancy to refute 
Is but displeasure gain'd, and labour lost. 
So firmly fixed stands his kingly will» 
That till his body shall be laid in grave. 
He will not part from the desired sight 
Of your presence, which silder he should have, 
If he had once allied you again 
In marriage to any ptince or peer. 
This is his final resolution. 

Gismunda. ^ A resolution that resolves my blood 
Into the icy drops of Lethe's flood. 

** A retolution that resolvet my blood] Resolve has the same mean- 
ing as dissolve. So, in Lyly's Euphues and his England, p. '38 : ** I 
" conld be content to resolve myselfe into teares to rid thee of 
"trouble." 

Christopher Marlow, as quoted in England^ s Parnassus, 1600, 
p. 480 : 

" No molten Christail but a richer miner 

" Even natures rarest alchumie ran there, 

" Diamonds resolv'd, and substance more divine, 

** Through whose bright gliding current might appeave 

" A thousand naked Nymphes, whose yvone 8hine» 

^ Enameling the bankes, made them more deaxe. 
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Lucrece. Therefore my counsel is, you shall not stir^ 
Nor farther wade in such a case as this : 
But since his will is grounded on your love. 
And that it lies' in you to save or spill 
His old fore-wasted age ; you ought t* eschew 
The thing that grieves so much his crazed heart. 
And, in the state you stand, content yourself: 
And let this thought appease your troubled mind^ 
That in your hands relies your father's death, 
Or blissful life ; and since without your sight 
He cannot live, nor can his thoughts endure 
Your hope of marriage, you must then relent,. 
And over-rule these fond affections ; 
Lest it be said, you wrought your father's end. 

Gismunda, Dear aunt, I have with patient ears in- 
dur'd 
The hearing of my father's hard behest; 
And since I see, that neither I myself, 
Nor your request, can so prevail with him, 
Nor any sage advice persuade his mind 
To grant me my desire, in willing wise 
I must submit me unto hia command^ 
And frame my heart to serve his majesty. 
And (as I may) to drive away the thoughts 
That diversly distract my passions, 
Which as I can, I'll labour to subdue. 
But sore I fear, I shall but toil in vain ; 
Wherein (good aunt) I must desire your pain. 

Lucrece. What lies in me by comfort or advice^ 
I shall discharge with all humility. 

[Gisfnunda and Lucrece depart into , Gismunda's. 
chamber. 

Chorus 1. Who marks our former times and pres/ent 
years, 
What we are now, and looks what we have been, 
He cannot but lament with bitter tears 

" Then ever waa that glorious Pallas gatCr 
" Where the day shining simne in triumph 8ate» ' ^ 

See also Shakspeare*s HamUt, A. 1. S.2. wid .Mr. Steevens s 
Note on it. 
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The great decay and change of all women. 

For as the world wore on, and ^axed old, 

** So virtue quail'd, and vice begati to grow. 

So that that age, that whtlome was of gold, - 

Is worse than brass, more vile than iron now. ' 

The times were such (that if we aught believe 

Of elder days), women examples were 

Of rare virtues : Lucrece disdain'd to live 

Longer than chast ; and boldly, without fear, 

Took sharp revenge on her inforced heart, 

With her own hands : for that it not withstood 

The wanton will, but yielded to the force 

Of proud Tarquin, who bought her fame with blood. 

Chortu 2. Queen Artemissa thought an heap of 
stones, 
(Although they were the wonder of that age) 
A worthless grave, wherein to rest the bones 
Of her dear lord, but with bold courage 
She drank his heart, and made her lovely breast 
His tomb, and failed not of wifely faith, 
Of promis'd love, and of her bound behest, 
Until she ended had her days by death. 
Ulysses' wife (such was her stedfastness) 
Abode his slow return whole twenty years : 
And spent her youthful days in pensiveness. 
Bathing her widow's bed with brinish tears. 
Portia, 

Chorus 3. The stout daughter of Cato, Brutus' wife, 
When she had heard his death, did not desire 
Longer to live : and lacking use of knife, 
(A most strange thing) ended her life by fire. 
And eat hot burning coals. O worthy dame ! 
O virtues worthy of eternal praise ! 

* So virtue ^uaiPd] To quail, is to lan^wi^ to tmk into d^tim* 
So, in Churchyard's Challenge, i4i : 

" Where malice sowes, the seedes of wicked waies, 
" Both honor ^luiilei, and credit craekes with all : 
" Of noblest men, and such as fean no fall." 
Bee also Ifir. Steevens's Notes on the First Part of HsiMy IV« 
A. 4f S. 2. and CymJbelvne, A* 5. S. 5. 



SC« III.] TANCBED AND OISMUNDA. 191 



The flood of Lethe cannot wash out thy fame. 
To others great reproach, shame, and aispraise. 

Chorus 4. Rare are those virtues now in women's 

mind! 
Where shall we seek such jewels passing strange ? 
Scarce can you now among a thousand find 
One woman stedfast: all delight in change. 
Mark but this princess, that lamented here 
Of late so sore her noble husband's death, 
And thought to live alone without a pheer ; 
Behold how soon she changed hath Uiat breath ! 
I think those ladies that have liv'd tofore, 
A mirror and a glass to womenkind ; 
By those their virtues they did set such store, 
That unto us they none bequeathed behind ; 
Else in so many years we might have seen 
A« virtuous as ever they have been. 

Chorus 1. Yet let not us maidens condemn our 

kind, 
Because our virtues are not all so rare : 
For we may freshly yet record in mind, 
*• There lives a virgin, one without compare, 
Who of all graces hath her heavenly share ; 
In. whose renown, and for whose happy days. 
Let us record this Psean of her praise. 

Cantant. 
Finis Actus 2. Per Hen. No.^ 

^ There Uvea a virgin,'] A complement to Queen Elizabeth. 
S.P. 

It was, as. Mr. Steevens obserres, no uncommon thing to introf. 
duce a compliment to Queen Elisabeth in the body of a play. 
See MidMummir*s N^ht^t Prisam, A. !^. S. S. See also Locrine, 
A. 5« S. last. 

^ Per Hen, No,"] Probably Henry Noel, younger brother to Sir 
Andrew Noel, and one of the gentlemen pensioners to Queen £li- 
salMBth, a man, says Wood, of excellent parts, and well skilled in 
mnsidk. See Fatti, p. 145. A Poem, entitled, Cf disdainful 
Daphne, by AL H. Nowell, is printed in Eng^and'M Helicon, 1600. 
4tQ. The name of Mr. Henry Nowell also appears in the list of 
those lords and gentlemen that ran at a tilting before Qaeen £li- 
ztfteih. See "Folifkymnia describing ike hmouirabty Triumph at 
** Tylt before her Mafestie, on the \7 ^ November last past, being the 
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ACT III. SCEN. I, 

* 

Cupid, So, now they feel what lordly Love can do. 

That proudly practise to deface his name ; 
In vain they wrestle with so fierce a foe ; 

Of little sparks arise a blazing flame. 
*^ By small occasions Love can kindle heat, 

" And waste the oaken breast to cinder dust." 
Gismund I have enticed to forget 

Her widow's weeds, and burn in raging lust : 

"Jirst day of the three and thirtieth yeare of her Highnesae raigne* With 
** Sir Henrie Lea, his reagnation of honour at Tylt, to her Mqjettie, 
** and received by the right honoraJbUf the Earl of Cumberland" By 
George Peele, 4to. 1590. 

I cannot here let pass unremembered a worthy gentleman, 
master Henry Noel, brother to the said sir Andrew Noel, one of the 
gentlemen pensioners * to Queen Elizabeth ; a man for personage, 
parentage, grace, gesture, yalour, and many excellent parts, infe< 
rior to none of his rank in the court; who, though his lands and 
livelihoods were but small, having nothing known certain but his 
annuity and his pension, yet in state, pomp, magnificence and ez- 
pences, did equalize barons of great worth. If any shall demand/ 
whence this proceeded, I must make answer with that Spanish, 
proverb — 

Aquello qual vUwne de arriba ninguno io pre^nta. 
That which cometh from above let no one question. 

This is the man of whom Queen Elizabeth made this enigmatical 
distich : — 

The word of denial, and letter of fifty. 

Is that gentleman's name that will never be thrifty. 

He, being challenged (a» I have heard) by an Italian gentleman 
at the. baloune (a kind of play with a great ball tossed wi3i wooden 
braces upon the aim) used therein such violent motion, and did so * 
overheat his blood, that he fell into a calenture, or burning fever ; 
and thereof died, Feb. 26, 1596, and was, by her majesty's ap- 
pointment, buried ni the abbey church of Westminster, in the chapel 
of St. Andrew. 

Benton in Nicholas's Leicestershire, vol. Ill* p. 249*' 

Henry Noel was the second son of Sir Edward Noel, of Dalby, 
by his second wife, Elizabeth, daughter and heir of William Hop- 
ton, of ^ , Sluropshire, relict of Sir John Peryent, Knt. 

Ibid. 254. O.G. 

* See Peck's life of Milton, p. tt5, for the Gentleman FelL- 

sioners. 
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'Twas I enforc'd her father to deny 

Her second marriage to any peer; 
'Twas I allur'd her once again to try 

The sower sweets that lovers buy too dear. 
The County Palurin, a man right wise, 

A man of exquisite perfections, 
I have lilce wounded with her piercing eyes, 

And burnt her heart with his reflections. • 
These two shall joy in tasting of my sweet, 

To make them prove more feelingly the grief 
That bitter brings : for when their joys shall fleet, 

Their dole shall be increased without relief. 
Thus Love shall make worldlings to know his might ; 

Thus Love shall force great princes to obey ; 
Thus Love shall daunt each proud rebelling sprite ; 

Thus Love shall wreck his wrath on their decay. 
Their ghosts shall give black hell to understand. 

How great and wonderful a god is Love : 
And this shall learn the ladies of this land 

With patient minds his mighty power to prove. 
From whence I did descend, now will I mount 

To Jove, and all the gods in their delights : 
In throne of triumph there will I recount. 

How I by sharp revenge on mortal wights, 
Have taught the earth, and learned hellish sprites, 
To yield with fear their stubborn hearts to Love, 
Lest their disdain his plagues and vengeance prove. 

[Cupid remounteih into the heavens. 



ACT in. SCEN. n. 

LucRECE cometh out of Gismunda's chamber solitary. 

Lucrece. Pity, that moveth every gentle heart 
To rue their griefs, that be distrest in pain, 
Inforceth me to wail my niece*8 smart, 
Whose tender breast no long time m^y sustain 

VOL. 11. <* 
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The restless toi], that her unquiet mind 

Hath cau8*d her feeble body to endure ; 

But why it is (alack !) I must not find. 

Nor know the man, by whom I might procure 

Her remedy, as I of duty ought, 

As to the law of kinship doth belong. 

With careful heart the secret means I sought, 

Though small effect is of my travel sprung : 

Full often as I durst, I have assay'd. 

With humble words, the princess to require 

^ To name the man which she hath so denay'd, 

That it abash'd me further to desire, 

Or ask from whence those cloudy thoughts proceed, 

Whose stony force, that smoaky sighs forth send. 

Is lively witness how that careful dread 

And hot desire within her do contend : 

Yet she denies what she confess'd of yore, 

And -then conjoined me to conceal the same ; 

She loved once (she saith) but never more. 

Nor ever will her fancy thereto frame. 

Though daily I observed in my breast 

What sharp conflicts disquiet her so sore. 

That heavy sleep cannot procure her rest, 

But fearful drea.ms present her evermore 

Most hideous sights, her quiet to molest ; 

That starting oft therewith she doth awake^ 

To muse upon those foncies which torment 

Her thoughtful heart with horror, that doth make 

Her cold chill sweat break forth incontinent 

From her weak limbs. And while the quiet night 

Gives others rest, she, turning to and fro, 

Doth wish for day : But when the day brings light. 

She keeps her bed, there to record her woe. 

* To name the marit which the hoik to denay'd J In the former 
edition, the word denay^d was altered to the more modem one of 
demfd, Denay*di however, was the ancient manner of spelling it. 
So, in the Second Pan of Henry VI. A. 1. S. 3 : 
" Then let him be dimay'd the regeatship." 
Again, First Part of Jetenimo, 1605 : 

" And let not wonted fealty be denoted," 
Gammer GurtofCt Needie, p. 80 : ' 

" Loke as I have promised, I will not denay it,** 
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As soon as when she riseth, flowing tears 

Stream down her cheeks, immixed with deadly groans, 

Whereby her inward sorrow so appears^ 

That as salt tears the cruel cause bemoans. 

In case she be constrained to abide 

^ In prease of company, she scarcely may 

Her trembling voice restrain it be not spy'd, 

From careful plaints her sorrows to bewray. 

By which restraint the force doth so increase, 

When time and place give liberty to plain, 

That as small streams from running never cease, 

Till they return into the seas again ; 

So her laments, we fear, will not amend. 

Before they bring her princely life to end. 

To others talk when as she should attend. 

Her heaped cares her senses so oppress, 

That what they speak, or whereto their words tend, 

She knows not, as her answers do express. 

Her chief delight is still to be alone. 

Her pensive thoughts within themselves debate : 

But whereupon this restless life is grown, 

Since I know not, nor how the same t' abate ; 

I can no more but wish it as I may, 

That he which knows it would the same allay, 

For which the muses with my song shall pray. 

* In prease rf ecmpany,'] Prease signifies a crowd or multitude, or 
any assemblage rf a number rf persons. So, in Damon and Pkhias, 
vol. I. 

" The Kyng is at hande, staade close in the prease, beware/' &c. 

Ibid. 

" Away from the prisoner, what apreasehAve we here V 

Hitiory rf Euordanus Prince rf Denmark, 1 605, Sign. H : " — the 
** Prince passing forwards sorely shaken, having lose both his stir- 
" raps : at length feoovesring himselfe, entred the prease, where on 
** all sides he Mate downe knights, and nnbaired helms." 
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ACT III. SCEN. IIL 

After the song, which was by report very sweetly re^ 
peated by tlie Chorus, Lucrece departeth into Qis- 
munda's chamber j and Guiszard cometh out of 
the palace with Julio and REVVCHiOf gentlemen, to 
whom he tumeth, and saith, 

Guiszard. Leave me, my friends ; this solitary walk 
Inticeth me to break your company. 
Leave me, my friends, I can'endure no talk. 
Let me intreat this common courtesy. 

[The Gentlemen depart. 
What grievous pain they dure, which neither may 
Forget their loves, ne yet enjoy their love, 
I know by proof, and daily make assay. 
Though Love hath brought my lady's heart to love. 
My faithful love with like love to requite ; 
This doth not quench, but rather cause to flame 
The creeping fire, which spreading in my breast 
With raging heat, grants me no time of rest. 
If they bewail their cruel destiny. 
Which spend their love where they no love can find, 
Well may I plain, since fortune haleth me 
To this torment of far more grievous kind ; 
Wherein I feel as n^cuh extremity 
As may be felt in body or in mind. 
For by that sight which should recure my pain. 
My sorrows are redoubled all in vain. 
Now I perceive that only I alone 
Am her bek>v*d, her looks allure me so : 
The thought thereof provokes me to bemoan 
Her heavy plight that grieveth at my woe. 
This intercourse of our affections, 
I her to serve, she thus to honour me, 
Bewrays the truth of our elections, 
Delighting in this mutual sympathy. 
Thus love, for love intreats the queen of love. 
That with her help Love*s solace we may prove. 
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I see my mistress seeks as well ais I ■ 

To stay the strife of her perplexed mind : 

Full fain she would our secret company. 

If she the wished way thereof might find. 

Heavens, haye ye seen, or hath the age of man 

Recorded such a miracle as this ? 

In equal love two noble hearts to frame. 

That never, spake one with another's bliss. 

I am assured that she doth assent 

To my relief, that. I should reap the same, 

If she could frame the means of my content, 

Keeping herself from danger of defame. 

In happy hour right now J did receive 

This cane from her ; which gift, though it be small. 

Receiving it, what joys I did conceive 

Within my fainting spirits therewithal! ! 

Who knoweth love aright, may well conceive. 

By like adventures that to them befall. 

^' For needs the lover must esteem that well, « 

^* Which comes from her with whom his heart doth 

" dwell." 
Assuredly it is not without cause 
She gave me this ; something she meant thereby : 
For therewithal! I might perceive her pause 
A while, as though some weighty thing did lie 
Upon her heart, which she concealed, because 
The standers-by should not our loves descry : 
This cleft bewrays that it hath been disclos'd ; 
Perhaps herein she hath something inclos'd. 

[He breaks it. 

thou great Thunderer I who would not serve, 
Where wit with beauty chosen have their place ? 
Who could devise more wisely to conserve 
Things from suspect? O Venus, for this grace 
That deigns me, all unworthy, to deserve 

So rare a love, in heaven I should thee place. 
This sweet letter some joyful news contains, 

1 hope it brings recure to both our pains. [He reads it. 

Mine own, as I am yours, whose heart (I know) 
No less than mine, for lingering help of woe 
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Doth long too long : Uwe tendering ybur case 
And mine, hath taught recure of both our pain» 
My chamber floor doth hide a cave, where was 
An old vault^s mouth : the other in the pktin 
Doth rise southward^ a furlong from the wall. 
Descend you there. This shall suffice. And so 
I yield myself, mine honour, life and all. 
To you. Use you the same as there may grow 
Your bliss and mine (mine Earl) and that the same 
Free may abide from danger of defame. 
Farewell ; and fare so well, as that your joy, 
Which only can, may comfort mine annoy. 

Yours more than her (nun. 

GisMirifD.' 

O blissful chance my sorrows to asswage ! 

Wonder of nature, marvel of our age I 

Comes this from Gusmund ? did she thus infold 

This letter in the cane? may it be so? 

It were too sweet a joy, I am deceiv'd. 

Why shall I doubt, did she not give it me ? 

Therewith she smil'd, she joy'd, ^she raught the cane. 

And with her own sweet hand she gave it me : 

And as we danc'd, she dallied with the cane^ 

And sweetly whisper*d I should be her king, 

And with this cane, the scepter- of our rule, 

Command the sweets of her surprized heart. 

Therewith she raught from her alluring locks 

This golden tress, the favour of her grace, 

And with her own sweet hand she gave it me. 

O peerless queen, my joy, my heart's decree ! 

And thou fair letter, how shall I welcome thee ? 

Both hand and pen wherewith thou written wer't, 

Blest may ye be, such solace that in^part ; 

And blessed be this cane, and he that taught 

Thee to descry the hidden entry thus : 

Not only through a dark and dreadful vault, 

* — the raught the cane,"] Raught is the ancient preterite of the 
word reach, it is frequently used by Spenser, Shak9peare, and 
other ancient writers. 
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But fire and sword, and through whatever be. 
Mistress of my desires, I come to thee. 

[Guiszard departeth in haste unto the palace. 

Chorus 1. Right mighty is thy power, O cruel 
Love, 
High Jove himself cannot resist thy bow ; 
Thou sent'st him down, e'en from the heavens above. 
In sundry shapes here to the earth below : 
Then how shall mortal men escape thy dart. 
The fervent flame, and burning of thy fire ; 
Since that thy might is such, and since thou art 
Both of the seas and land the lord and sire ? j 

Chorus 2. But why doth he that sprung from Jove's 
high head. 
And Phoebus's sister shene, despise thy power, 
Ne fears thy bow ? Why have they always led 
A maiden life, and kept untouch'd the flower ? 
Why doth ^gistus love, and to obtain 
His wicked will, conspire his uncle's death ? 
Or why doth Phcedra burn, from whom is slain 
Theseus' chaste son, or Helen false of faith ? 
*^ For love assaults not but the idle heart, 
** And such as live in pleasure and delight ; 
*^ He turneth oft their gladsome joys to smart, 
*' Their play to plaint, their sport into despite." 

Chorus 3. Tis true, that Dian chaseth with her bow 
The flying hart, the goat, and foamy boar ; 
By hill, by dale, in heat, in frost, in snow, 
She recketh not, but laboureth evermore ; 
Love seeks not her, ne knoweth where her to find. 
Whilst Paris kept bis herd on Ida down, 
Cupid ne'er sought him out ; for he is blind : 
But wheh he left the field to live in town, 
He fell into his snare, and brought that brand 
From Greece to Troy, which after set on fire 

Strong Ilium, and all the Phyrges land : ' 

** Such are the fruits of love, such is \dfi hire/' 

Chorus 4. Who yieldeth unto him his captive heart> 
Ere he resist, aod holds his open breast 
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Withouten war to take his bloody dart, 

Let him not think to shake off when him list 

His heavy yoke. '^ Resist his first assault ; 

" Weak is his bow, his quenched brand is cold ; 

^^ Cupid is but a child, and cannot daunt 

" The mind that bears him, or his virtues bold." 

But he gives poisoii so to drink in gold. 

And hideth under pleasant baits his hook ; 

But ye beware, it will be hard to hold 

Your greedy minds, if ye but wisely look 

What sly snake lurks under those flowers gay. 

fiut ye mistrust some cloudy smoaks, and fear 

A stormy shower after so fair a day : 

Ye may repent, and buy your pleasure dear; 

For seldom timies is Cupid wont to send 

" Unto an idle love a joyful end." 

Finis Actus 3. G. All, 



ACT IV. SCEN. I. 

Before this act Megara riseth out of hell, with the 
other furies y Alecto and Ttsi phone dancing an 
hellish round ; which done she saith. 

Megisra, Sisters, begone, bequeath the rest to me, 
That yet belongs unto this tragedy. 

[The two furies depart down* 
Vengeance and death from forth the deepest hell, 
I bring the cursed house where Gismund dwells. 
Sent from the grisly god that holds his reign 
In Tartar's ugly realm, where Pelop's sire 
(Who with his own son's flesh whom he had slain 
Did feast the gods) with famine hath his hire ; 
To gs^e and catch at flying fruits in vain. 
And yielding waters to his gasping throat ; 
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Where stormy MoVs son, with endless pain, 
Rolls up the rock ; where Titius hath his lot 
'» To feed the gripe that gnaws his growing heart ; 
Where proud Ixion, whirled on the wheel. 
Pursues himself; where due-deserved smart 
The damned ghosts in burning flame do feel. 
From thence 1 mount : Thither the winged god, 
Nephew to Atlas, that upholds the sky, 
Of late down from the earth, with golden rod. 
To Stygian ferry Salerne souls did guide, 
And made report, how Love, that lordly boy. 
Highly disdaining his renown's decay, 
Slipt down from heaven, and fill'd with fickle joy 
Gismund's heart, and made her throw away 
Chastness of life, to her immortal shame; 
Minding to shew, by proof of her foul end, 
Some terror unto those that scorn his name. 
Black Pluto (that once found Cupid his friend 
In winning Ceres' daughter, queen of hells ;) 
And Parthie, moved by the grieved ghost 
Of her late husband, that in Tartar dwells. 
Who pray'd due pains for her, that thus hath lost 
All care of him, and of her chastity. 
The senate then of hell, by grave advice 
Of Minos, iEac, and of Radamant, 
Commands me draw this hateful air, and rise 
Above the earth, with dole and death to daunt 
The pride and present joys, wherewith these two 
Feed their disdained hearts ; which now to do, 
Behold I come with instruments of death. 
This stinging snake, which is of hate and wrath, 
I'll fix upon her father's heart full fast, 
And into her's this other will I cast, 



^ To feed the gripe that gnaws his gromng heart ;] Alluding to the 
Vultme that gnawed the liver of Titius. In Ferrex and Porrex, 
A. S : S. 1. is this line : 

" Or cruell gripe to gnaw my groaning hart." 

For Titius readTytius. The allusion is rather to the vulture of 
Prometheus. S. 
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Whose rankling yenom shall infect them so 
With envious wrath, and with recureless woe, 
Each shall be other's plague and overthrow* 
<< Furies must aid, when men surcease to know 
*^ Their gods : and hell sends forth revenging pain 
'' On those, whom shame from sin cannot restrain." 



ACT IV. SCEN. 11. 

Megjera entereth into the palace^ and meeteth wUh 
Tancred coming out of Gismund's chamber with 
Ren u OHIO and Julio, upon whom she throweth her 
snake*. 

Tancred. Gods ! are ye guides of j ustice and revenge ? 
O thou great Thunderer ! dost thou behold 
With watchful eyes the subtile 'scapes of men 
Hardened in shame, sear*d up in the desire 
Of their own lusts ? why then dost thou withhold 
The blast of thy revenge ? why dost thou grant 
Such liberty, such lewd occasion 
To execute their shameless' villainy ? 
Thou, thou art-cause of all this open wrong, 
Thou that forbear'st thy vengeance all too long. 
If thou spare them, rain then upon my head 
The fulness of thy plagues with deadly ire^ 
To reave this ruthful soul, who all too sore 
Burns in the wrathful torments of revenge. 
O earth, the mother of each living wight, 
Open thy womb, devour this withered corps. 
And thou, O hell (if other hell there be 
Than that I feel) receive my soul to thee. 
O daughter, daughter, (wherefore do I grace 

* she throweth her snake.'] Vipeream inspiraiis animam. The image 
is from Virgil. Rowe likewise adopts it in his AmbiHous Step- 
mother* 

" And sends a make to every vulgar breast*" S. 
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Her with so kind a name ?) O thou fond girl^ 
The shameful ruin of tliy father's house, 
Is this my hoped joy? Is this the stay 
Must glad my grief-full years that waste away? 
For life which first thou didst receive from me, 
Ten thousand deaths shall I receive by thee. 
For all the joys I did repose in thee, 
Which I (fond man) did settle in thy sight, 
Is this thy recompence ; that I must see 
The thing so shameful, and so villanous ; 
That would to God this earth had swallowed 
This worthless burthen into lowest deeps. 
Rather than I (accursed) had beheld 
The sight that hourly massacres my life? 
O whither, whither fly'st thou forth, my soul? 

whither wand'reth my tormented mind ? . 
Those pams that make the miser glad of death* 
Have seiz'd on me, and yet I cannot have 
What villains may command, a speedy death. 
Whom shall I first accuse for this outrage ? 
That god that guideth all, and guideth so 

This damned deed ? Shall I blaspheme their names, 

The gods, the authors of this spectacle ? 

Or shall I justly cujpse that cruel star 

Whose infiuence^i^sign'd this destiny? 

But may that ti^aytor, shall that vile wretch live. 

By whom I haive received this injury? 

Or shall I loxiger make account of her, 

That fondly prostitutes her widow's shame?— 

1 have bethought me what 1 shall request. [He kneels. 
On bended knees, with hands heaved up to heaven, 
This (sacred senate of the gods) I crave: 

First on the tray tor yonr consuming ire ; 

Next, on the cursed strumpet, dire revenge ; 

Last, on myself, the wretched father, shame. [He riseih. 

Oh ! could I stamp, and therewithall command 

* — the miser glad ef dmiiu\ i. e. thfi wretch. The word wikt 
was antiently uMd without comprehendiiig any idea o/ aTarice. 
See note on Atn^ Henry Vl, p. 1, edit, of Shakspeave, 1778, rol. 6. 
p. 279. S. 



204 TANCRED AKD GISMUMDA. [aCT IV' 

Armies of furies to assist my heart, 
To prosecute due vengeance on their souls. — 
Hear me, my friends ; but as ye love your lives. 
Reply not to me ; hearken and stand amaz'd. 
When I, as is my wont, (oh fond delight !) 
Went forth to seek my daughter, now my death. 
Within her chamber, (as I thought) . she was ;» 
But there I found her not : I deemed then 
For her disport she and her maidens were 
Down to the garden walk'd to comfort them ; 
And thinking thus, it came into my mind 
There all alone to tarry her return : 
And thereupon I (weary) threw myself 
Upon her widow's bed (for so I thought) 
And in the curtain wrapt my cursed head. 
Thus as I lay, anon I might behold 
Out of the vault, up through her chamber floor, 
My daughter Gismund bringing hand in hand 
The County Palurin. Alas ! it is too true ; 
At her bed s feet this traytor made me see 
Her shame, his treason, and my deadly grief. 
Her princely body yielded to this thief ; 
The high despite whereof so wounded me. 
That, trans-like, as a senseless stone I lay ; 
For neither wit, nor tongue could use the mean 
T' express the passions of my pained heart. 
Forceless, perforce, I sunk down to this pain,^ 
As greedy famine doth constrain the hawk 
Piece meal to rend and tear the yielding prey : 
So far'd it with me in that heavy stound. 
But now what shall I do ? how may I seek 
To ease my mind, that burneth with desire 
Of dire revenge ? For never shall my thoughts 
Grant ease unto my heart, till I have found 
A mean of vengeance to requite his pains. 
That first convey'd this sight unto my soul. — 
Renuchio ! 

Retiuchio, What is your highness' will ? 

Tancred. Call my daughter : my heart boils till I see 
Her in my sight, to whom I may discharge 
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All the unrest that thus distempereth roe. 

Should I destroy them both ? O gods, ye know 

How near and dear our daughter is to us. 

And yet my rage persuades me to imbrue 

My thirsty hands in both their trembling bloods, 

Therewith to cool my wrathful fury's heat. 

But, Nature, why repin'st thou at this thought ? 

Why should I think upon a father's debt 

To her that thought not on a daughter's due ? 

But still, methinkSy if I should see her die, 

And therewithall reflex her dying eyes 

Upon mine eyes, that sight would slit my heart: 

Not much unlike the coackatrice, that slays 

The object of his foul infections. 

Oh ! what a conflict doth my mind endure ? 

Now fight my thoughts against my passions : 

Now strive my passions against my thoughts : 

Now sweats my heart, now chill-cold falls it dead. 

Help heayehs, and succour ye celestial powers. 

Infuse your secret virtue on my soul. 

Shall nature win ? shall justice not prevail ? 

Shall I (a king) be proved partial ? 

" How shall our subjects then insult on us, 

^' When our examples (that are light to them) 

** Shall be eclipsed with our proper deeds ?" 

And may the arms be rented from the tree? 

The members from the body be dissever'd? 

And can the heart endure no violence ? 

My daughter is to me mine only heart, 

My life, my comfort, my continuance ; 

Shall I be then not only so unkind 

To pass all nature's strength, and cut her o£P? 

But therewithall so cruel to myself, 

Against all law of kind to shred in twain 

The golden thred that doth us both maintain ? 

But were it that my rage should so command, 

And I consent to her untimely death. 

Were this an end to all our miseries ? 

No, no, her ghost will still pursue our life, 

And from the deep her bloodless gbastful spirit 
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Will, as my shadow in the shining day, 
Follow my footsteps till she take revenge. 
I will do thus : therefore the traytor dies, 
Because he scorned the favour of his king. 
And our displeasure wilfully incurred : 
His slaughter, with her sorrow for his hlood. 
Shall to our rage supply delightful food. — 
Julio! 

Julio. What is't your Majesty commands? 

Tancred, Julio, if we have not our hope in vain, 
Nor all the trust we do repose in thee. 
Now must we try if thou approve the same. 
Herein thy force and wisdom we must see, 
For our command requires them both of thee. 

Julio. How by your Grace's bounty I am bound, 
Beyond the common bond wherein each man 
Stands bodod unto his king ; how I have found 
Honour and weallh by favour in your sight, 
I do acknowledge with most thankful mind. 
My truth (with other means to serve your Grace, 
Whatever you in honour shall assign) 
Hath sworn her power true vassal to your hest : 
For proof, let but your majesty command, 
I shall unlock the prison of my soul, 
(Although unkindly hiorror would gainsay) 
Yet in obedience to your highness' will. 
By whom I hold the tenor of this life. 
This hand and blade will be the instruments 
To make pale death to grapple with my heart. 

Tancred Well, to be short (for I am griev'd too long 
By wrath without revenge) I think you know 
Whilom there was a palace builded strong 
For war, within our court, where dreadless peace 
Hath planted now a weaker entrance. 
But of that palace yet one vault remains 
Within our court, the secret wav whereof 
Is to our daughter Gisround*s chamber laid : 
There is also another mouth hereof 
Without our wall, which now is overgrown ; 
But you may find it out, for yet it lies 
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Directly south a furlong from our palace : 
It may be known, hard-by an ancient stoop '>, 
Where grew an oak in elder days, decay'd ; 
There will we that you watch, there shall you see 
A villain traytor mount out of a vault : 
Bring him to us, it is th' earl Palurin. 
What is his fault, neither shall you enquire. 
Nor list we to disclose ; these cursed eyes 
Have seen the flame, this heart hath felt the fire 
That cannot else be quench'd but with his blood. 
This must be done : this will we have you do. 

JuUo. Both this, and else whatever you think good. 

[Julio departeth into the palace. 



ACT. IV. SCEN. III. 

Renuchio hringeth Gismund out of her charnbery to 

whom Tan c RED saith, 

Tancred. Renuchio, depart, leave us alone. 

[Exit Renuchio, 
Gismund, if either I could cast aside 
All care of thee ! or if thou wouldst have had 
Some care of me, it would not now betide, 
That either through thy fault my joy should fade, 
Or by thy folly I should bear the pain 
Thou hast procured : but now 'tis neither I 
Can shun the grief, whom thou hast more than slain ; 
Nor may'st thou heal, or ease the grievous wound 
Which thou hast given me. That unstained life 
Wherein I joy'd, and thought it thy delight, 
Why hast thou lost it ? Can it be restored ? 
Where is thy widow's bed, there is thy shame. 
Gismund, it is no man's, nor men's report. 
That have by likely proofs inform'd me thus. 

^ — an ancimu stoop.'] ** A ttoop, or sicwp ; a post fastened in 
the earth, horn, the lirtm Oufa," Ray's North Cmntrii Words, 
p. 58. Edition 174f . 
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Thou know*st how hardly I could be induc'd 
To vex myself, and be displeas'd with thee, - 
With flying tales of flattering sycophants. 
No, no, there was in us .such settled trust 
Of thy chaste life and uncorrupted mind 
That, if these eyes had not beheld thy shame, 
In vain t^n thousand censure could have told. 
That thou didst once unprincelike make agree 
With that vile traytor County Palurin ; 
Without regard had to thyself or me, 
Unshamefac'dly to stain thy state and mine. 
But I unhappiest have beheld the same, 
And seeing it, yet feel th' exceeding grief 
That slays my heart with horror of that thought : 
Which grief commands me to obey my rage. 
And justice urgeth some extream revenge, 
Yo wreak the wrongs that have been offer*d us. 
But nature, that hath lock'd within thy breast 
Two lives, the same inclineth me to spare 
Thy blood, and so to keep mine own unspilt. 
This is that overweening love; I bear 
To thee undutiful, and undeserved. 
But for that traytor, he shall surely die ; 
For neither right nor nature doth intreat 
For him, thatt wilfully without all awe 
Of gods, or men, or of our deadly hate, 
Incurred the just displeasure of his king. 
And to be brief, I am content to know 
What for thy self thou canst object to us. 
Why thou should'st not together with him die. 
So to assuage the griefs that overthrow 
Thy father's heart. 

Gismund. O king and father, humbly give her leave 
To plead fbr grace, that stands in your disgrace. 
S3 Not that she recks this life : for I confess 



" Not that she recht this Wb :] Not that she is careful or anzioas 
about, or regrets the Iobs ox this life. So, in Miiton^s FcaradmLoti, 
B. 9. 1. 171 : 

" — Keyenge at first though sweet, 
** Bitter ere long back on itself recoils ; 
" Let it ; I reck not, so it light well aim'd." 
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Ihave deserved, when so itpleaseth you, 

^ To die the death, mine honour and my name 

(As you suppose) distained with reproach : 

And well contented shall I meet the stroke, 

That must dissever this detested head 

From these lewd limbs* But this I wish were known, 

That "now I live not for myself alone. 

For wheii 1 saw that neither my request, 

!Nor the intreaty of my careful aunt, 

Could win your highness' pleasure to our will : 

" Then love, heat of the heart, life of the soul, 

'* Fed by desire, increasing by restraint,*' 

Would not endure oontroulment any more, 

But violently enforc'd my feeble heart 

(For who am I, alas ! still to resist 

Such endless conflicts ?) to relent and yield : 

Therewith I chose him for my lord and pheer, 

Guiszard mine Earl, that holds my love full dear. 

Then if it be so settled in your nlind, 

He shall not live because he dar'd to love 

Your daughter; thus I give your grace to know. * 

Within his heart there is inclos'd my life. 

Therefore, O father, if that name may be 

Sweet to your ears, and that we may prevail^ 

By name of father, that you favour us : 

But otherwise, if now we cannot find 

That which our falsed hope did promise us ; 

Why then proceed, and rid our trembling hearts 

OCthese suspicions. Since neither in this case 

His good deserts in service to your Grace, 

Which always have been just, nor my desires. 

May mitigate the cruel rage of grief 

That strains your heart, but that mine Earl must die ; 

Then all in vain .you ask what I can say 

Why I should live. Sufficeth for my part 

To say J will not live, and so resolve. 

History of Sir John Oldcastle, 1600 : 

" I reck of death, the les9 in that I die* 

" Not by the sentence of that envious priest." 

^ To die the death,"] See Note, vol. 1. 

VOL, II. J* 
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Tancred. Dar st thou so desperate decree thy deadiT 

Gismundi A dreadless heart delights in such decr^s. 

Tancred. Thy kind ahborreth such unkindly thoughts* 

Gismund, Unkindly thoughts they are to them thatiive 
In kindly love. 

Tancred, As I do unto thee. 

Gismund, To take his iife who is my loire from nul ? 

Tancred. Have I then lost thy loTd? 

GUmund, If he shail lose 

His life, that is my leye. 

Tancred, Thy love? Be^ne. 

Return into thy ohamben 

GUmund. I will go^ 

[Gkmt md a ^kparUth to her dmmbir. 



ACT; IV. SCJEW. IV. 
Julio with his guard hrihgeth In ihte touniy pAtu&lJr 

Julio. If it please youc iiighness^ hither havB w^ 
brought 
This captive Earl, as you comBsanded lis. 
Whom (as we were foretold) eveil ikete we fotmd 
Where by your Ml^sty we wete tnjlHn'd 
To watch for him. What more your higkaess wilb, 
This heart and hand shall execute your iiest. 

Tancred. Julio^ we thank yottr|>ai»s.^Ah, Palurill! 
Have we deserved in such traiterons sort 
Thou should'st abuse our kingly courtesies, 
Which we too long in favour have bestow -d 
Upon thy false dissemblitig htatt wLtii <us 7 
What grief thou therewithal kast t^uown on us, 
What shame upon a house, what dire distress 
Our soul eudures, cannot ^e uttered. 
And durst thou, Villain, dare to undermine 
Our daught^ir's dhainber ? dut^t thy shameless face 
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Be bold to kiss h«r ? di'rest we will ooiMJeal* 
Sufficeth that thou knowett I too well Iomw 
All thy proceedings in thy private shftroes. 
Herein what has thou won f thine own conlmt, 
With the displeasure of thy lord and king* 
The thought whereof, if thou hadst had in mind 
The least remorse of love and loyalty, 
Might have restrained thee from so foul a fact. 
But, Palurin, what may I deem of thee, 
Whom neither fear of gods, nor love of him 
(Whose princely favour hath been thine uprear) 
Could quench Uie fewel of thy lewd desires ? 
Wherefore content thee, that we are resolv'd 
(And therefore laid to snare thee with this bait) 
That thy just death, with thine effused blood, 
Shall cool the heat and choler of our mood. 

Guiazard. My lord the king, neither do Inislike 
Your sentence, nor do yoursmoaking sighsi 
Reach'd from the entrails of your boiling heart, 
Disturb the quiet of my calmed thoughts : 
For this I feel, and by experience prove, 
Such is the force ana endless might of love. 
As never shall the dread of carrion death. 
That hath envy'd our joys, invade my breast. 
For if it may be found a fault in me 
(That evermore hath lo/d your Majesty) 
Likewise to honour and to love your ^hild ; 
If love unto you both may be a fault, 
But unto her my love exceeds compaie : 
iHien this hath been my fault, for which 1 joy. 
Tint in the gieatest lust of all my lile^ 
I shall submit for>her sake to enduve 
The pangs of death. Oh ! mighty Lead of Loive^ 
Strengthen thy vassal boldly to receive 
Large wounds into tliis bodyforiberouike. 
llien use my life or death, my lord and king» 
For your relief to ease your grieved soul : 
For whether I live, or^else that I miuat die 
To end your pains, I am content to bear ; 
Knowing by death I shall bewray the truth 
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Of that sound heart which living was her owti. 
And died alive for her that lived mine. 

Tancred. Thine Palurin ? What! lives my daughter 
.thine ? 
Traytor, thou wrongest me, for she liveth mine* 
Rather I wish ten thousand sundry deaths, 
Than I to live, and see my daughter thine. 
Thine, that is dearer than my life to me ? 
Thine, whom 1 hope to see an empress? 
Thine, whom I cannot pardon from my sight ? 
Thine, unto whom we have bequeathed our crown ?-r-* 
Julio, we will that thou inform from us 
Renuchio the captain of our guard, 
That we command this traytor be convey'd 
Into the dungeon underneath our tower ; 
There let him rest until he be resolv'd 
What farther we intend ; which to understetnd. 
We will Renuchio repair to us. 

JuUo. O that I might your Majesty entreat 
With clemency to beautify your seat 
Toward this prince, distrest by his desires^ 
Too many, all too strong to captivate. 

Tancred. *' This is the soundest safety for a king^ 
** To cut them off that vex or hinder him." 

JuUo. '* This have I found the safety of a king, 
'* To spare the subjects that do honour him.'* 

Tancred: Hdve we been honour*d by this le'acher's 
lust? 

Julio. No, but by this devout submission. 

Tancred. Our fortune says we must do what we may 

JuUo. " This is praise- worth, not to do what you may 

Tancred. And may the subject countermand the king? 

Julio. No, but in treat him. 

Tancred. What he shall decree ? 

Julio. What wisdom shall discern. 

Tancred. Nay, what our wOfd 

Shall best determine. We will not reply. 
Thou know'stour mind, our heart cannot be eas'd, . 
But with the islaughter of this Palurin. 

[The king hasteth into his palace. 
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Guiszard, O, thou great god ! who from thy highest 
throDe 
Hast stooped down, and felt the force of love, 
Bend gentle ears unto the woful moan 
Of me poor wretch, to grant that I require : 
Help to persuade the same great god, that he 
So far remit his might, and slack his fire 
From my dear lady's kindled heart, that she 
May hear my death without her hurt. Let not 
Her face, wherein there is as clear a light 
As in the rising moon ; let not her cheeks, 
As red as is the party-colour'd rose, 
Be paled with, the newsi hereof: and so 
I yield myself, my silly soul, and all, 
To him, for her, for whom my death shall shew 
I liv'd ; and as I liv'd, I dy'd her thralL 
Grant this, thou Thunderer : this shall suffice. 
My breath to vanish in the liquid skies. 

[Guiszard is led to prison. 

Chorus 1. Who doth pot know the fruits of Paris' love, 
Nor understand the end of Helen's joy ? 
He may behold the fatal overthrow 
Of Priam's house, and of the town of Troy ; 
His death at last, and her eternal shame. 
For whom full many noble knights were slain. 
So many a duke, so many a prince of fame 
Bereft his life, and left there in the plain. 
Medea's armed hand, Eliza's sword. 
Wretched Leander drenched in the flood. 
Phillis, so long that waited for her lord. 
All these too dearly bought their loves with blood. 

Chorus 2. But he in virtue that his lady seryesr 
Ne wills but what unto her honour 'longs. 
He iiever from the rule of reason swerves ; 
He feeleth not the pangs, ne raging; throngs. 
Of blind Cupid : he lives not in despairi 
Aft done his servants ; neither spends his days 
In joy and care, vain hope, and throbbing fear ; 
But seeks alway what may his sovereign please 
Jn honour: h^ that thus sejrves^ reaps the fruit. 
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Of his sweet Berrice ; and no jealous dread^ 
Nor base suspect of aught to let his suit, 
(Which causeth oft the lover's heart to bleed) 
Doth fret his mind, or burneth in his breast : 
He waileth not by day, nor wakes by night, 
When every other living thing doth rest; 
Nor finds his life or death within her sight. 

Chorus 3. Remember thou in virtne serve therefore 
Thy chaste lady : beware thou do not love. 
As whilom Venus did the fair Adone, 
But as Diana lov'd th' Amazon's son ; 
Through whose request the gods to him aknae 
Restored new life. The twine that was undone^ 
Was by the sisters twisted up again. 
The love of virtue in thy lady's looks, 
The love of virtue in her learned talk; 
This love yields matter for eternal books. 
This love inticeth him abroad to walk, 
There to invent and write new rondelays 
Of learn'd conceit, her fancies to allure 
To vain delights, such humours he allays, 
And sings of virtue and her garments pure. 

Chorus 4. Desire not of thy sovereign the Hitng 
Whereof shame may ensue by any mean t . 
Nor wish thou aught that may dishonour bring. 
So whilom did the learned ^^ Tuscan serve 
His fair lady ; and glory was their end. 
Such are the praises lovers done deserve. 
Whose service doth to virtue and honour tend. 
Finis Actus 4. Composuit Ch. Hat. ^ 

^ ^ leHhttd Titidah strtb 

His fair lady ;"] F«trM«h Slid lAlmit 

^ Compomit Ch, HaQ The initial* of these names seen iatvnMl 
for Christopher Hatton, afterwards knighted and created Chan- 
. cellor of England and a l^eer. In the fourth yeat of Qneen Elisa- 
beth, 1563, about sut years befoM this iPlay is stttiposed tb have 
been written, ^e leltm fir<»n Dugdale's Ongimi JuruUHalMS, p» iMt 
a magnificent Christmas was kept in the umer Temple^ at ^Miflk 
her Majesty was present, and Mr. Hatton was appointed Msstar 
of the Game. Huibrians say, he 6wed. his rise, not so much to his 
mental ahilttbs, as t6 the gdites of his pettdii, iftd hie efleelleiice 
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ACT V, SCEN, I. 

RswcK^o Cometh out of thepqifice, 

BmmMo. Oh oruftl fptte! oh miaerable chuneel 
Oh dire aspect of hateful destinies! 
Oh woe may not be told I Sufllc'd it not 
That I should see^ and with these eyes behold 
So foul, so bloody, and so base a deed : 
But more to aggravate the heary eares 
Of my perplexed niind, must only I, 
Must I alone be made the messengefy 
That must deliver Co her princely earo 
Such dismal news, as when I shall disolose, 
I know it cannot but abridge her days ? 
As when the thunder and three^forked fire, 
Rent through the clouds by jQve's almighty power, 
Breaks up the bosom of our mother earUi, 
And burns her heart before the heat be felt. 
In this distress whom should I most bewail, 
My woe, that must be made the messenger 
Of these unworthy and unwelcome aei^s ? 
Or shall I moan thy death, O noble Earl? 
Of shall I still lament the heavy hap. 
That yet, O Queen, attends thy ftmeral? 

in dancing ; wUck c^tivated the Qumr to rack a dfiffum, fhat k9 
aiose gradually from one of )xer 6entl«me» Peiv»ionen to t;^e 
highest employment in the Law, which he» however, filled without 
censure, supplying his owni defects by the assistance of the ablest 
men in the profession. Tht grave LoviL Keeper, alter his promotion, 
stili retained his fondness for tliat accomplishment to which hawM 
indebted for his rise, wd led the Brnwlisp almost untill his deatli* 
In 1589, on the marriage ^f his heir with Judge Gawdry's daii|^ 
ter, " ihe Lord Chancellor d^ced the measures at the soleinn^, 
and left his gown on the chair, saying lAe there Chancellor" His 
death, which happened two years after, was hastened by ail |m- 
ezpectfid demand of money from the Queen, urged in so^^tpm 
a manner, that all the kindness she afterwards shewed to him was 
insufficient to remove t}ie impresMon it haA made on him* See 
Birch's Memom ef Queen Elmietk, vol. I. p. 6. 56, 
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Chorus 1. What moans be these? Renuchio, is this 
Salerne I see? 
Doth here king Tancred hold the awful thrown ? 
Is this the place where civil people be ? 
Or do the savage Scythians here abound ? 

Chonis2, What mean these questions? whither tend 
these words ? 
Resolve us maidens, and release our fears. 
Whatever news thou bring'st, discover them, 
Detain us not in this suspicious dread! 
" The thought whereof is greater than the woe." 

Renuchio. O whither may I cast my looks? to heaven ? 
Black pitchy clouds from thence rain down reveDge. 
The earth -shall I behold, stain'd with the gore 
Of his heart-blood, that dy'd most innocent? 
Which way soe'er I turn mine eyes, methinks • 
His butcher'd corps stands staring in my face. 

Chorus 3. We humbly pray thee to forbear these 
words, 
So full of terror to our maiden hearts { 
'^ The dread of things ynknown breeds the suspect 
** Of greater dread^ until the worst be known." 
Tell therefore what hath chanc'd, and whereunto 
This bloody cup thou boldest in thy hand. 

Renuchio. Since so is your request, that I shall do, 
Although my inind so sorrowful a thing 
Repines to tell ; and though my voice eschews ' 
To say what I have seen : yet since your will 
So fixed stands, to hear for what I rue. 
Your great desires I shall herein fulfill. 
First by Salerne city, amids the plain. 
There stands a hill, whose bosom huge and round, 
Thrown t)ut in breadth, a large space doth contain ; 
And gathering up in height, small from the ground. 
Still less and less it mounts : there sometime was 
A goodly tower uprear'd, tk^t flower'd in fame 
While fate and fortune serv'd ; but time doiji pass, 
And with his sway Suppresseth aif the same : 
For now the walls be even'd with the plain, 
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And all the rest so foully lies defac'd, 

As but the only shade doth there remaiu 

Of that, which there was built in time forepass'd : 

And yet that shews what worthy work tofore 

Hath there been rear'd. ^7 One parcel of that tower 

Yet stands, which eating time could not devour : 

A strong turret, compact of stone and rock, 

Hugy without, but horrible within : 

To pass to which by force of handy stroak, 

A crooked streight is made, that enters in. 

And leads into this ugly loathsome place. 

Within the which, carved into the ground, 

'^ A dungeon deep there runs of narrow space. 

Dreadful and dark, where never light is found : 

Into this hollow cave, by cruel best 

Of king Tancred, were. divers servants sent 

To work the horror of his furious breast. 

Erst nourished in his rage, and now stern bent 

To have the same performed. I, woeful man, 

Amongst the rest, was one to do the thing. 

That to our charge so straitly did belong. 

In sort as was commanded by the king. 

^ One parcel of that tower, &c.] Dryden's translation of Boccace's 
Description of the Cave is as follows : 

" Next the proud palace of Salerno stood 
** A Mount of rough ascent, and thick with wood. 
'* Through this a cave was dug with vast ezpence : 
" The work it seem'd of some suspicious prince, 
" Who, when abusing power with lawless might, 
" From public justice would secure his flight. 
** The passage made by many a winding way, 
*' Reach'd ev'n the room in which the tyrant lay. 
" Fit for his purpose on a lower floor, 
" He lodg'd, whose issue was an iron door ; 
" From whence, by stairs descending to the ground, 
" In the blind grot a safe retreat he found. 
** Its outlet ended in a brake o'ergrown 
'' With brambles, choak'd by time, and now unknown. 
'' A rift there was, which from the mountain's height 
" Convey'd a glimmering and malignant light, 
" A breathing place to draw the damps away, 
" A twilight of an intercepted day.^* 
Sigismonda and Guiscardo. Dryden's Works, vol. III. p. ^^51. 
^ A dungeon, &c.] See IViilton's. Paradise Losti B 1 . 1. 60. 
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Within which dreadful prison when we cftme^ 

The noble county Palurin, that there 

3i>Lay chain'd in gives, fast fetter'd in his bolts. 

Out of the dark dungeon we did uprear. 

And hal*d him thence into a brighter place, 

That gave us light to work our tyranny. 

But when I once beheld his manly face, 

And saw his chear, no more appalFd with fear 

Of present death, than he whom never dread 

^ Did once amate ; my heart abhorred then 

To give consent unto so foul a deed : 

That wretched death should reve so worthy a wtmn. 

On false fortune I cry'd with loud oomplamty 

That in such sort o'erwh^ns wMt^y, 

But he, whom neither grief ne fear could taint, 

With smiling diear himself oft willed me, 

30 Ijay chakiid m giv$s, &c.] Gimi, QM, a» th9 woid is more fin- 
quently spelt, Gyvttt are fetters or chaint So, in Beaumofljt ^^d 
Fletcher's Beggar$ Bush, A* 3. S. 4 : 

*' Gyves I must we^, and cold must be my comfort." 

Marston's What you wiU. A. ^. S. 1 : 

< Think'st thou a libertine, an tmgw*d beitst. 
** Scomes not the shackles of thy envious clogs V* 

Miiton*s Sanuen Agonistes, 1. 1092 : 

" Dost thou already single me ? I thought 
'* Gyves and the mill had tam'd thee." 

See Br. Newton's Note on the last passage -, and Mr. Steevena's 
Note on First Part Henry IV i A. 4. S. 3. 

^ Did once amate ;] Amate is to daunt or confound. Skinner, in 
his Etymolegicon, explains it thus : *' Perterriftu^e, Attonitum red- 
" deie, Obstupefacere, constemaie, Gons&lii inopem reddere." 

Thule or Verteu's HUterie by TnxuAB Rous, 4to. 1596, Sign. B : 
** At last with violence and open force, 
** They brake the postemes of the Casde gate, 
** And entfed spoyling all without remorce, 
*' Nor could old Sobrin new reaiBt his fate, 
" But stiffs with feare ev'n like a senceles corse 
*-* Whom grisly terror doth so much amate, 
** H«> lyes Bupme upon his fatall bed, 
** Bxpectiug ev'ry minute to be dead.'' 

Again, Ibid» $ign. D : 

" He would fofsabe his choyse, and change his fate> 
** And leave her quite^ and so jHreoure her wee, 
" Faines that a sudden grief do1& her fltnott, 
** WotDided wkh piexeiag fiOkBee Ebon bow,** 
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To leave to plaiu his case, or sorrow make 

For him ; for he was far more glad apaid. 

Death to embrace thus, for his Lady's sake. 

Than life, or all the joys of life, he said. 

For loss of life (quoth he) sieves me no more. 

Than loss of that which 1 esteemed least : 

My Lady's grief, lest she should rue therefore, 

Is all the cause of gprief within my breast. 

He pray'd therefore, that we would make report 

To her, of those his last words be would say : 

That though he never could in any sort 

Her gendeaess requite, nor never lay 

Within his poww to serve her as he would ; 

Tet §he possessed hb Witrt with hand and might, 

To do her all the honour that he could. 

This was to him, of all the joys tkat oug^ht 

Revive his heart, the chiefest joy of alU 

That, to declare the faithful heart which he 

Did bear to her, fortune so well did foil. 

That in her love be should both live and die. 

After these words he stay'd, and spake no more, 

But joyfully beholding us each one, 

His words and chear amazed us so sore. 

That still we stood ; when forthwith thereupon : 

But, why slack you (quoth he) to do the dung 

For which you come? make speed, and stav no more, 

Perform your master's wiU. Now tell the king 

He hath his life, for which he long'd so sore : 

And with those words himself, wilii his own hand 

Fast'ned the bands about his neck. The rest 

^> Wond'ring at his stout heart, astonied stand 

To see him offer thus himself to death. 

What stony breast, or what hard heart of flint 



*^ Wondering at kit stout hmttt astonied ttandl Astonied is usto- 
nitM. So, in Euphues and hit Sngland, p. lOt : 
« Fhilanthus astomsd at this speech, &o/* 

FabU of JfiwiinU bv G. Gaacoigne, p, «09 : •' When Ferdiasndo 
" (somewhat astonied vriih hir Strang speech) thv» ^asvered :" 

Thieves fatting out, by Rob. Green : " — the GenUeman astonisd 

at this strange Metamorphosis of his mistress/' 



<r 
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Would not rielent to see this dreary sight ? 

So goodly a man, whom death nor fortune's dint 

Could once disarm, murder'd with such despite ; 

And in such sort bereft, amidst the flowers 

Of his fresh years, that ruthful was to seen : 

"For violent is death, when he devours 

•* Young men, or virgins, while their years be green." 

Lo I now our servants seeing him take the bands. 

And on his neck himself to make them fast ; 

Without delay set to their cruel hands. 

And sought to work their fierce intent with haste. 

They stretch the bloody bands ; and when the breath 

Began to fail his breast, they slack'd again : 

Thrice did they pull, and thrice they loosed him, . 

So did their hands repine against their hearts : 

And oft-times loosed to his greater pain. 

" But date of death, that fixed is so fast, 

<« Beyond his course, there may no wight extend ;" 

For strangled is this noble Earl at last, 

Bereft of life, unworthy such an end. 

Chorus, O damned deed ! 

Renuchio. What deem you this to be. 

All the sad news that I ha^e to unfold ? 
Is here (think you) end of the cruelty 
That I have seen ? 

Chorus, Could any heavier woe 

Be wrought to him, than to destroy him so? 

Renuchio. What, think you this outrage did end so 
well ? 
The horror of the fact , the greatest grief. 
The massacre, the terror is to tell. 

Chorus. Alack! what could be more? they threw 
percase 
The dead body to be devour'd and torn 
Qf the wild beasts. 

Aenuchio. Would god it had been cast a savage prey 
To beasts and birds : but lo, that dreadful things 
Which e'en the tiger would iiot work, but to 
Suffice his hunger, that hath the tyrant king 
Withouten ruth commanded us to do,j 
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Only to please his wrathful heartwithaL 
Happy had been his chance, too happy, alas ! 
If birds, or beasts, had eaten up his corps, 
Yea, heart and all, which in this cap I bring, 
And am constrained now unto the face 
Of his dear lady to present the same. 

Chorus. What kind of cruelty is this you name ? 
Declare forthwith, and whereunto doth tend 
This farther plaint. 

Renuchio, After his breath was gone. 

Force perforce thus from his panting breast. 
Straight they dispoiled him ; and not alone 
Contented with his death, on the dead corps^ 
Which ravenous beasts forbear to lacerate, 
Even upon this our villains fresh begun 
To show new cruelty : forthwith they pierce 
His naked belly ^ and unrip it so, 
That out the bowels gtish'd. Who can rehears^ 
Their tyranny, wherewith my heart yet bleeds ? 
The warm intrails were torn out of his breast, 
Within their hands trembling, not fully dead ; 
His veins smoak'd, his bowels all too reeked, 
Ruthless were rent, and thrown about the place : 
All clottered lay the blood in lumps of gore^ 
^^ Sprent on his corps, and on his paled face ; 
His trembling hearty yet leaping, out they tore, 
And cruelly upon a rapier 
They fix'd the same, and in this hateful wise 
Unto the king this heart they do present: 
A ttight long'd for to feed his ireful eyes, 
The king perceiving each thing to be wrought 
As he had will'd, rejoicing to behold 

*^ Sprent on his corpse] Sprent is sprinkled* So, in Spenser's 
Shepherds Calendar December : 

" My bead besprent with hoaiy frost I find." 
Fairfax, Cant. 12. St. 101 : 

" His silver locks with dust he foul hexprent" 
Milton's Comtis, 1. 542 : 

" Of knot grass dew besprent :** 
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Upon the bloody sword the pierced heart. 
He calls then for this massy cup of gold. 
Into the which the woeful heart he cast ; 
And reachin([p me the same, now go, quoth he. 
Unto my daughter, and with speedy haste 
Present her this, and say to her from me, 
Thy father hath here in this cup thee sent 
That thing to joy and comfort thee withaU> 
Which thou lovedst best, even as thou wert content 
To comfort him with his chief joy of all. 

Chorus, O hateful fact ! O passing cruelty 1 
O murder wrought with too much hard deqpite I 

heinous deed, which no posterity 
Will once believe ! 

Senuch'to. Thus was earl Palurin 

Strangled unto the death, yea after death 
His heart and blood disbowell'd from his breast* 
But what availeth plaint ? It is but breath 
Forewasted all in vain. Why do I rest 
Here in this place ? Why go I not, and do 
The hateful message to my charge comioitted ? 
Oh ! were it not that I am forced thereto 
By a king's will, here would I stay my feet, 
Ne one whit farther wade in this intent: 
But 1 must yield me to my prince's best ; 
Yet doth this somewhat comfort mine unrest, 

1 am resolv'd her grief not to behold, 
But get me gone, my message being told. 
Where is the princess' chamber? 

Chorus. Lo, where she comes. 
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ACT. V. SCEN. II. 

GiSMUNDA Cometh out of her chamber, to whom Ra- 
NucHio delivereih his cup^ sayings 

Renuchio, Thy father^ O queen, here in this cup 
hath sent 
The thing to joy and comfort thee withall 
Which thou loredst best, even as thou wast content 
To comfort him with his chief joy of all. 

Gismunda. 1 thank toy father, and thee, gentle squire. 
For this thy travel ; take thou, for thy pains, 
This bracelist, and commend me to the king. 

[^Renuchio departeth. 
So, now is cotne the l0ng-expected hour, 
The fatal hour I hare so looked for ; 
Now hath my father satisfied his thirst 
With guiltless blood, which he so coveted. 
What brings this cup ? (Ah me ! I thought no less) 
It is mine Earl's my County's pierced heart. 
Dear heart, too dearly hast thou bought my love ; 
Extremely rated at too high a price. 
Ah my sweet heart, sweet wast thou in thy life, 
But in thy death thou provest passing sweet. 
A fitter hearse than llhis of beaten gold. 
Could not be 'lotted to so good an heart : . 
My father therefore well provided thus, 
To close and wrap thee tip in massy gold. 
And therewithal to send l^ee unto me. 
To whom of duty thou dost best belong. 
My father hath in all his life beWrayM 
A princely care and tender love to me ; 
But this surpasseth, in his later days 
To send me this, mine own dear heart to me. 
Wert thou not mine, dear heart, whiPst that my love 
Danced and played upon thy golden strings ? 
Art thou not mine (dear heart) now that my low 
Is fled to heaven, and got him folden wings ? 
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Thou art mine owd, and still mine awn shalt be, 

Therefore my father sendeth thee tp me,. 

Ah, pleasant harborough* of my heart's thought ! 

Ah, sweet delight, the quick'ner of my soul ! 

Seven times accursed be the hand that wrought 

Thee this despite, to mangle thee so foul : 

Yet in this wound I see mine own true love. 

And in this wound thy magnanimity. 

And in this wound I see thy constancy. 

Go, gentle heart, go rest thee in thy tomb. 

Receive this token at thy last farewel. [She kisseth it. 

Thine own true heart anon will follow thee, 

Which panting hasteth for thy company. 

Thus hast thou run (poor heart !) thy mortal race, 

And rid thy life from fickle fortune's snares ; 

Thus hast thou lost this world, and ^vorldly cares. 

And of thy foe, to honour thee withall, 

Receiv'd a golden grave, to thy desert. 

Nothing doth want to thy just funeral^ 

But py salt tears to wash thy bloody wound : 

Which to the end thou might'st receive, behold 

My father sends thee in this cup of gold ; 

And thou shalt have them, though I was resolv'd 

Toshed no tears, but with a chearful face 

Once did I think to wet thy funeral 

Only with blood, and with no weeping eye. 

This done, forthwith my soul shall fly to thee ; 

For therefore did my father send thee me. 

Ah, my pure heart 1 with sweeter company » 

Or more content, how safer may I prove 

To pass to places all unknown, with thee ! 

Why die I not therefore ? why do I stay ? 

Why do I not this woful life forego. 

And with these hands enforce this breath away? 

What means this gorgeous glittering head attire ? 

How ill beseem these billaments*' of gold 



* harborough,'] i, e. harbour. 

*^ billiaments,^ i. e, habillaments, S. P« 
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Thy mournful widowhood ? away with them — 

[She undresseth her hair. 
So, let thy tresses flaring in the wind 

Untrimmed hang about thy bared neck. 

Now, hellish furies, set my heart on flre, 

Bolden my courage, strengthen ye my hands 

Against their kind, to do a kindly deed. 

^ But shall I then unwreaken down descend? 

Shall I not work some just revenge on him 

That thus hath slain my love ? shall not these hands 

' Fire his gates, and make the flame to climb 

Up to the pinnacles with burning brands,. 

And on his cinders wreak my cruel ^^ teen? 

Be still (fond girl) content thee first to die, 

lliis venom'd water shall abridge thy life: 

^ [She taketh a vial of poison out of her pocket. 

This for the same intent provided I, 

Which can both ease and end this raging strife. 

** But thaU I then unwreaken down daetnd T\ Unwreaken is unre- 
venged. So, in Ben Jonson's Every man out rf his humour, A. 2> 
S.4: 

" — Would to heaven 



(In wreak of my mlBfoTtunes) I were tum'd 






?o some fair water nymph. 
Sgaimu his fall, A. 4 : 

** Made to speak 

" What they wiU have to fit their tyrannous toreak,** 
Massinger's Fatal thwry, A. 4. S. 4 : 

*' But there's a Heaven above, from Whose just wreak 

** No mists of policy can hide offenders." 
Massinger's Very Woman, A. 1 : 

" And our just wreak, bv force or cunning practise 

" With scorn prevented." 
See also Mr. Steevens* Note on Coriolanus, A. 4. S. 5. 
But shall I tften unwreaken, &c.] 
— — moriamur inulta ? Virgil's .£n. lib. iv. S. 
^ — teenf] Sorrowm Again, A. 5. S* 3 : 

" His death, her woe, and her avenging teen***^ 
Shakspeare's Venus and Adorns. 

" More I could tell, but more I dare not say, 

'* The text is old, the orator too green. 

" Therefore in sadness now I will away, 

** My face is fall of shame, my heart of teen." 

VOL. II. « 
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1rhy father by thy death shall have more woe, 
ThUn fire or flames within his gates can bring : 
Content thee then in piltience hence to go, 
Thy death his tilood shall wreak upon the king. 
Now not alone (a grief to die alone) 
" The only mirror of extreme annoy ;" 
But not alone thou diest, my love, for I 
Will be copartner of thy destiny. 
Be merry then, my 4soul ; can'st thou refuse 
To die with him, that death for thee did chuse? 

Chorus I. What 'damned fury hath possess'd our 
Queen ? 
Why sit we still beholding her distsass ? 
Madam, forbear, suppress this headstrong rage. 

Gisrnvnda, Maidens, forbear your comfortable wocdisi. 

Chorus 2. O 'Worthy Queen, rush ness doth overthrow 
The author of his. resolution* 

Gismunda. Where hope lof halp is lost, what boateth 
fear ? 
% Chorus 3. Fear will avoid the sting of infamy. 
'gismunda. May good or bad repefts delight ihe 
dead? 

Chorus 4. If of , the living y£it.tJie dead have care. 

Gismunda, An easy grief d^y -eoyuaaid may be our'd. 

Chorus 1. But headstrong mischiefs princes should 
avoid. 

Gismunda. In headlong griefs and (zases desperate? 

Chorus 2. Gall "to yojar mind, (Qismund, you are the 
Queen. 

Gismunda. Unhappy widow, wife, and paramour. 

Chorus 3. Think on the king. 

Gismunda, TbeikiDg, thjs tyrant kiqg? 

Chorus 4. Your father. 

Gismunda. Yes, the murderer of my love. 

Chorus 4. His 'force. 

Gismunda, The dead fear not the force of men. 

Chorus 1. His care and grief. 

Gismunda, That neither car'd or me. 

Nor grieved at the murder of my love. 
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My mind is settled; you, with these vain words, 
With-hold me but too long from my desire. 
Depart ye to my chamber. 

Chorus, We will haste 

To tell the king hereof. [Chorus depart into the palace. 

Qismunda, I will prevent 

Both you and him. Lo here, this hearty draught, 
The last that in this world I laean to taste, 
Dreadless of death, mine Earl, I drink to thee. 
So, now work on ; now doth my soul begin 
To hate this light, wherein there is no love ; 
No love of parents to their children ; 
No love of princes to their subjects true ; 
No love of ladies to their dearest love. 
Now pass I to the pleasant land of love, 
Where heavenly love immortal flourisheth : 
The gods abhor the company of men ; 
Hell is on earth ; yea, hell itself is heaven 
Compared with earth. I call to witness heaven ; 
Heaven, said I ? No, but hell record I call. 
And thou stem goddess of revenging wrongs. 
Witness with me, I die for his pure love 
That lived mine* 

[She Ueth doum and covereih her face mth her hair. 



ACT V. SCEN. HI. 

Tancred in haste cometh out of his palace mth 

Julio. 

Tancredi Where is my daughter 7 

Julio, Behold, here, woeful king! 

Tancred. Ah me ! break heart ; and tliou fly forth, 
my soul. 
What, doth my daughter Giamund take it so ? 
What hast &ou done? Oh let me see tiiine ejesl 
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O let;ne dress up those *^ iintrimmed locks ! 
Look up, sweet child, look up mine only Joy, 
Tis I, thy father, that beseecheth thee : 
Rear up thy body, strain thy dying voice 
To speak to him ; sweet Gismund, speak to me. 

Gismunda, Who stays my soul? who thus disquiets 
me? 

Tancred. Tis I thy father ; ah ! behold my tears. 
Like pearled dew, that trickle down my cheeks. 
To wash my silver hairs. 

Gismunda, Oh, father, king, 

Forbear your tears, your plaint will not avail. 

Tancred, Oh, my sweet heart, hast thou receiv'd* thy 
life 
From me, and wilt thou to requite the same 
Yield me my death ? yea, death and greater grief. 
To see thee die for him that did defame 
Thine honour thus, my kingdom, and thy name? 

Gixmunda, Yea, therefore father, gave you life* to^ me, 
That I should die, and now my date is done. 
As for yQur kingdom, and mine own renown. 
Which you affirm dishonoured to be, 
That fault impute it where it is ; for he 
.Thattslew mine Earl, and sent his heart to ihe. 
His hands have brought this shame and grief on us. 
But, father, yet if anv spark remain 
Of your dear love;* if ever yet 1 could 
So much deserve, or at your hands desire, 
Grant that I may obtain this last request. 

Tancred, Say, lovely child, say on,.whate'er it be. 
Thy father grants it willingly to thee. 

Gismunda. My life I crave not, for it is not now 
In you to give, nor in myself to save ; 

^ — untrimmed lockil] Untrimmed loch are locks dishevtUed oi 
^vaidretted. 'Trim, in the langui^e of the times, was frequeotly 
used for drat. Massmgei's Emptiror cf the Eiat, A. 2; S. 1 : 
" Our Eastern. Quems, at their full height bow^ to th^, 
"■ And are, , in their, best trim, .thy foils andr shadows." 
See also Mr. Steepens' Note on KvngJohn, A. 3. S. 3. 
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Nor crave I mercy for mine Earl and me, 
Who hath been slain with too much cruelty. 
With patience 1 must a while abide 
Within this life, which now will not be long. 
But this is my request; father, I pray, 
That, since it pleased so your majesty, 
I should enjoy my love alive no more, 
Yet nevertheless let us not parted be. 
Whom cruel death could never separate : 
But as we liv'd and»dy*d together here, 
So let our bodies be together tomb*d : 
Let, him with me, and I with him, be laid 
Within one shrine, wherever you appoint. 
This if you grant me, as 1 trust you will. 
Although I live not to requite this grace, 
Th' immortal gods due recompence shall give 
To you for this: and so,' vain world, farewell — 
My speech is painful, and mine eye-sight fails. 

Tancred. My daughter dies — see how the bitter pangs 
Of tyrannous death torment her princely heart. 
She looks on' me, at me she shakes her head ; 
For me she groans ; by me my daughter dies ; 
I, I the author of this tragedy. — 
On me, on me, ye heavens, throw down your ire ! 
Now dies my daughter !— hence with princely robes. 
Oh fair in life! thrice fairer in thy death ! 
Dear to thy father in thy life thou wert. 
But in thy death, dearest unto his heart; 
I kiss thy paled cheeks, and close thine eyes. 
This duty once I promised to myself 
Thou should'st perform to me; but ah! false hope, 
Now ruthful wretched king, what resteth thee ? 
Wilt thou now live wasted with misery ? 
Wilt thou now live, that with these ejes didst see 
Thy daughter dead ? wilt thou now live to see 
Her funerals, that of thy life was stay ? 
Wilt thou now live that wa^t her life s decay ? 
Shall not this hand reach to this heart the stroke ? 
Mine arms are not so weak, nor are my limbs 
So feebled with mine age, nor is my heart 
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So daunted with the dread of cowardice, 
But I can wreak due vengeance on that head. 
That wrought the means these lovers now be dead. 
^ JuliOy come near, and lay thine own right hand 
Upon my thigh — now take thine oath of me. 

JuUo. I swear to thee, my liege lord, to discharge 
Whatever thou enjoinest Julio. - 

Tancred. First then, 1 charge thee that my daughter 
have 
Her last request : thou shalt within one tomb 
Inter her Earl and her, and thereupon 
Engrave some royal epitaph of love. 
That done, I swear thee thou shalt take my corps. 
Which thou shalt find by that time done to death, 
And lay my body by my daughter's side- 
Swear this, «wear this, I say. 

JuUo. I swear. 

But will the king do so unkingly now ? 

Tancred. A kingly deed the king resolves to do. 

Julio, To kiU himself ? 

Tancred, To send his soul to ease^ 

JuUo, Doth Jove command it ? 

Tancred, Our stars eompell it. 

Julio^ The wise man over-rules his stars. 

Tancred. So we* 

Julio. Undaunted should the minds of kings endure. 

Tancred, So shall it in this resolution. 
Julio, forbear : and as thou lov'st the king. 
When thou shalt see him welt*ring in his gore. 
Stretching his limbs, and gasping in his groans, 

^ ^ JuUo come near, and lay Mm own right hand 

Upon my thigh : — ntm taim.lkine oath to me.'\ Alliidiig to a 
custom of which mention ia Bftade in Qtnuut %\as^Jm, ft. ** AnA 
the servant pat his hand nndei the thigh of Abiah£^.hi9. master* 
and swore to him concerning that matter." llie same form wa# 
likewise observed by Jacob and Joseph when they were dyiag;. 
Some mystery is supposed to fae couched under ^is pradkew The 
most probable* at least theimeat decent* supposition ia^ thai it wan 
a token of subjection or homage from a servant to his. la^d« 'utok 
the former solemnly promised to perform whatever, should be cpm- 
manded by the latter. 8. 
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Then, Julio, set to thy helping hand, 

Redouble stroke on stroke, and drive the stab 

Down deeper to his heart, to rid his soul. 

Now stand aside, stir not a foot, lest thou 

Make up the fourth to fill this tragedy. 

These eyes that first beheld my daughter*s shame ; 

These eyes that longed for the ruthful sight 

Of her Earl's heart v these eyes that now have seen 

His death, her woe, and her avenging teen ; 

Upon these eyes we must be first aveng'd. 

Unworthy lamps of this accursed lump^ 

Out of your dwelfings^-so, it fits us thus. 

In blood and UiadiieBS to go sedc the patk 

That leadeth down to everlasting nigfat. 

Why fright'st thou, dastard? be thou desperate; 

One mischief brings another on his neck, 

As mighty billows tumble in the seas. 

Now, daughter, seest thou not how I amerce 

My wrath,, that thus bereft thee of thy love. 

Upon my head?— Now, fathers, leara by me. 

Be wise, be warn'd to use mofie tenderly 

The jewels of your joy8.-^Daughter, I come* 



FINIS. 



EPILOGUE. 



SPOKEN BT JULIO* 



^ 



Lo here the sweets of grisly pale despair I 

Tliese are the blossoms of this cursed tree, 

Such are the fruits of.too much lov^ andcare^ . 

Overwhelmed in the sense of misery. . 

With violent hands he that his life doth end, : 

His damned soul to endless night doth wend. 

Now resteth it that. I discharge. mine oath, > 

To see th' unhappy lovers and the king 

Laid in one tomb — I would be very loUi. 

You should wait here to see this mournful thing : ; . 

For I am sure, and do ye all to wit, 

Through grief wherein the lords of Salerne be,. 

These funerals are not prepared yet : 

Nor do they think on that solemnity. 

As for the fury, ye must understand, > 

Now she hath seen th' effect of her desire, 

She is departed, and hath left our land, 

<jfranting this end unto her hellish ire. 

Now humbly pray we, that our English dames 

May never lead their loves into mistrust ; 

But that their honours may avoid the shames 

That follow such as live in wanton lust. 

We know they bear them on their virtues bold. 

With blissful chastity so well content, 

That, when their lives and loves abroad are told, 

All men admire their virtuous government ; 

Worthy to live where fury never came. 

Worthy to live where love doth always see, 

Worthy to live in golden trump of fame, ' 

Worthy to live, and honoured still to be. 

Thus end our sorrows with the setting sun : 

Now draw the curtains, for our scene is done. 

R.W. 
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Introductio in Actum sbcundum. 

Befobb the second act there was heard a sweet noise of still pipes, 
which sounding, Lucrece entered, attended by a maiden of honour 
with a covered goddard of gold, and, drawing the curtains, she 
offereth unto Gismunda to taste thereof; which when she had 
done, the maid returned, and Lucrece raiseth up Gismunda from 
her bed, and then it foUoweth ut in Act 2, Seen. 1. 

Inthoductio in Actum tkbtium. 

Before this act the hautbms soimded a lofty almain, and Cupid 
osheieth aftcsr him Guiszard and Gismunda hand in hand ; Julio 
and Lucrece, Benuchio and another maiden of honour. The mea- 
sures trode, Gismunda gives a cane into Guiszard's hand, and 
they are all led fbrth again by Cupid, et sequitur. 

Iniroductio in Actum quartum. 

B^ore this act there was heard a concert of sweet musick' 
which playing, Tancred cometh forth, and dzaweth Gismunda's 
curtains, and lies down upon her bed ; then from under the stage 
ascendeth Guiszard, and he helpeth up Gismund, they amorously 
embrace and depart. The king ariseth enraged ; then was heard 
and seen a storm of thunder and lightning, in which the furies sise 
up, et sequitur. 

Introductio in Actum quintum. 

Before this act was a dead march play'd, during which entered 
on the stage Renuchio captain of the guard, attended upon by the 
guard, l^ey took up Guiszard from under the stage ; th%t, after 
Guiszard had kindly taken leave of them all, a strangling cord was 
fastened about his neck, and he haled forth by them. B«nuchio 
bewaileth it ; and then, entering in, bringAh forth a standing cup 
of gold, with a bloody heart reeking hot in it, and ihen saith, 
ut sequitur. 
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The Tragedie of Tancred and Gismund.— Compiled by the 
Gentlemen of the Inner Temple, and by them presented before her 
Majestic. Newly revived and polished according to the decorum 
of these dales. By K. W. London, Printed by Thomas Scarlet, 
and are to be soldo by R. Robinson, 1592, 4to. 



CORNELIA. 



Thomas Ktd, the translator of the following Play, is 
better known as the Author of the Second Part of 
Jeroni$no, a performance which was ridiculed by almost 
every contem(>orary Poet, than by any other of his 
works. The time and place of his birth and death, 
the circumstances of his life and his profession, other- 
wise than as a writer, are all equally unknown. From 
the Dedication of Cornelia to the Countess of Sussex, 
it may be inferred that, like the generality of the 
devotees of poetry in his time, he was poor ; and from 
the promise of another Tragedy, called Portia, as his 
next summer's better travel which never appeared, it 
may be conjectured that he was prevented by death. 
Notwithstanding the ridicule thrown upon him on 
account of the Spanish Tragedy, he appears to have 
been well-esteemed by some of his contemporaries. 
* Francis Meres enumerates him among the best tragic 
writers of his times ; and * Ben Jonson ranks him with 
Lyly and Marlow, calling him Sporting Kyd. Another 
writer ' says, *• Cornelia's Tragedy, however not re- 
" spected, was excellently well done by Thomas Kyd." 
Mr. Hawkins^ was of opinion, that Kyd was the 
Author of Solyman and Perseda, a Play which certainly 
in its manner bears a striking resemblance to the 
Spanish Tragedy. 

Robert Gamier, from whom this Play is translated, 
was a Poet in considerable estimation during the 
reigns of Charles IX. and Henry III. and IV. He was 
bom in the country of Maine, in 1534, studied the 

> Second Part, Wit*8 Comnumwealth, l598,p. 283. 

* Venes to the Memory of Shakspeare. 

' PcUmanteia, &c. by W. C. 4to. Cambr. 1595. In the Eputie, 
&c. ^Oldys's MS. Notes on Langbaine). 

* Origin of the Drama, toI. II. 
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Law, and obtained some preferment, as well as reputa- 
tion, in that profession. He was the Author of eight 
Plays, and died at Paris in the year 1590, at the age 
of 56 years. See Recherckes sur les Theatres De 
France^ par M, De Beauchamps, 4to. 1755, p. 39. 



To the vertaoasly Noble, and rightly honoured Lady, 
the Countess of Sussex. 



Having no leisure (most noble Lady) but such as 
evermore is traveld with th* afflictions of the mind, than 
which the world affords no greater misery, it may be 
wondered at by some, how 1 durst undertake a matter 
of this moment: which both requireth cunning, rest and 
oportunity; but chiefly, that I would attempt the 
Dedication of so rough unpolished a work, to the 
survey of your so worthy self. 

But being well instructed in your noble and heroick 
dispositions, and perfectly assured of your honourable 
favours past (though neither making needless glozes 
of the one, nor spoiling paper with the other's Phari- 
saical embroidery,) I have presumed upon your true 
conceit and entertainment of these small endeavours, 
that thus I purposed to make known, my memory of 
you and th^m to be immortal. 

A fitter present for a patroness so well accomplished, 
I could not find, than this fair president of honour, 
magnanimity, and love. Wherem, what grace that 
excellent Garnier hath lost by my default, I shall 
beseech your Honour to repair, with the regard of 
those so bitter times, and privy broken passions thaj: I 
endured in the writing it. 

And so vouchsafing but the passing of a Winter's 
week with desolate Cornetiay I will assure your Lady- 
ship my next Summer's better travell, with the Tragedy 
of Portia. And ever spend one hour of the day in 
some kind service to your Honour, and another of the 
night in wishing you all happiness. Perpetually thus 
devoting my poor self 

Tour Honour's in all humbleness. 

T. K. 



THE ARGUMENT. 



'Cornelia, the daughter of Metellus SdpiOf a young 
Roman Lady, as much accompHsh'd with the graces c^ 
the body, and the virtues of the mind as ever any was, 
was first married to young CrassuSy who died with his 
father, in the disconfiture of the Romans against the 
Parthians; afterward she took to second husband 
Pempey the. great, who, (three years after) upon the 
first fires of the civil wars betwixt him and Ctesar, sent 
her from thence to Mltilen, there to attend the uncer- 
tain success of those afiairs. And when he saw that 
he was vanquish'd at Pharsalia, returned to find her 
out, and carry her with him into Egypt, where his 
purpose was to have re-enforced a new army, . and give 
a second assault to Qesar. 

In this voyage, he was murdered by jdchillus and 
Septimius the Roman before her eyes, and in the pre- 
sence of his young son SextuSy and some other Senators 
his friends. After which, she retired herself to Rome. 
But Scipio her father (being made general of those 
that survived after the battle) assembled new forces, 
and occupied the greater part of Afrique, allying him- 
self to Juba king of Numidia, Against all whom 
Casar (after he had ordered the afiairs of Egypt and 
the state of Rome) in the end of winter marched. 
And there (after many light encounters) was a fierce 
and furious battle given amongst them, near the walls 
of Tapsus, Where Scipio seeing himself subdued, and 
his army scattered, he betook himself with some small 
troop, to certain ships which . he caused to stay for 
him. 

Thence he sailed toward tSpain, where Pompey*$ 
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faction commanded^ and where a sudden tempest took 
him on the sea, that drave him back to Hippon, a 
town in Afrique, at the devotion of Casar, where (lying 
at anchor) he was assailed, beaten, and assaulted by 
the adverse fleet; and for he would not fall alive ibId 
the hands of his so mighty enemy, he stab'd himself, 
and suddenly leapt over board into the sea, /and there 
dyed. 

Qjuar (having finished these wars, and quietly re- 
duced the towns and places thereabout to his obedi* 
ence) returned to Rome in triumph for his victories; 
where this most fair and miserable Lady, having over- 
moum'd the death of her dear husband, and under- 
standing of these cross events and hapless news of 
Afrique, together with the piteous manner of her fa- 
ther's end, she took (as she had cause) occasion to 
redouble both her tears and lamentations : wherewith 
she closeth the catastrophe of this their Tragedy. 



VOU II. 



INTERLOGUTORES. 



M. CiCSRO. 
pHILtP. 

Deci BRtrt^s. 
M. Akt6iJ'*. 
Cotfv^iiA. 
C. Cassius. 
Julius Casar. 
The Messenger. 



CHORUSES. 



CORNELIA. 



ACT I. 



Geero. Vouchsafe, immortals, and (above the rest) 
Great Jupiter, oar city's sole protector, 
That if (provoked against us by our evils) 
You needs will plag^ue us with your ceaseless wrath, 
At least to chuse those forth, that are in fault, 
And save the rest in these tempestuous broils : 
Else let the mischief that should them befall^ 
Be pour*d on me, that one may die for all. 

Oft hath such sacrifice appeas'd your ives, 
And oft ye have your heavy hands wilh-held 
From this poor people, when (with o&& m^nS loss) 
Tour pity hath preserv'd the rest untouch'dt 
But we, disloyal to our own defence, 
Famt-hearted, do those liberties enthrall, 
Which to preserve (unto our after-good) 
Our fathers hazarded their dearest blood. 

Yet Brutus Manlius, hardy Scevola, 
And stout Camillus, are returned from Styx, 
Desiring arms to aid our Capitol. 
Yea, come they are, and fiery as before, 
Under a tyrant see our bastard hearts 
Lie idly sighing ; while our shameful souls 
Endure a million of base controuls. 

Poison'd ambition (rooted in high minds) 
Tis thou tliat traiA'st us into all these enrors : 
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^ Thy mortal covetice perverts our laws* 

And tears our freedom from our frauchis'd hearts. 

Our fathers found thee at their former walls ; 

And humbled to their offspring left thee dying. 

Yet thou reviving, ^ soil'dst our infant town, 

With guiltless blood by brothers hands out-launch'd ; 

And hang'st (O hell) upon a fort half finish'd, 

Thy monstrous murder for a thing to mark. 

'^ But faith continues not where men command. 

Equals are ever bandying for the best : 

A state divided cannot firmly stand. 
'* Two kings within one realm could never rest.^ 
This day, we see, the father and the son 
Have fought like foes Pharsalia's misery ; 
And with their blood made marsh the parched plains, 
While th* earth, thatgroan'd to bear their carcases, 
Bewaird th' insatiate humours of them both ; 
That as much blood in wilful folly spent, 
As were to tame the world sufficient. 

Now, Parthia, fear no more for Crassus' death, 
That we will come thy borders to besiege : 
Nor fear the darts of our courageous troops ; 
For those brave soldiers, that were sometime wont 
To terrify thee with their names, are. dead ; . 
And civil fury, fiercer than thine hosts. 
Hath in a manner this great town o*er-turn'd. 
That whilom was the terror of the world, 
Of whom so many nations stood in fear, . 
To whom so many nations prostrate stoopt. 
O'er whom (save Heaven) nought could sig^orize, 



* Thy mortal covetiee] So, in Ben Jonson's CatUine,,A, S. S. 3 : 
" — But you think, Caiius, 
'* Tis covetiie hath wrought me : if yon love me, 
" Change that unkind conceit " 
Aldtymitt, A. 2. S. 9 : 

" Why, this is covetise ! 
Pierce Penueue his Supplication to the DiveUt p.. 29 : " -^ under 
" Tellany I comprehend murder, treason, theft, cousnage^ cutthroat 
** tovetite, and such like/' 
' — wtTdtf] foyld'st, first and second edition. , 
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And whom (save Heaven) nothing could affright ; 
Impregnable^ immortal, and whose power 
Could never have been curb'd, but by itself. 
For neither could the flaxen-hair'd High Dutch, 
(A martial people, madding after arms) 
Nor yet the fierce and fiery-humour'd French, 
The Moor that travels to the Libyan sands. 
The Greek, th' Arabian, Macedons, or Medes, 
Once dare t' assault it, or attempt to lift 
Their humbled heads, in presence of proud Rome. 
But by our laws from liberty restrain*d. 
Like captives liv'd eternally inchain'd. 

But, Rome, (alas) what helps it that thou ty'dst 
The former world to thee in vassalage ? 
What helps thee now t' have tam'd both land and sea? 
What helps it thee, that under thy controul 
The mom and mid-day both by east and west, 
And that the golden sun, where-e'er he drive 
His glitt'ring chariot, finds our ensigns spread ; 
Sith it contents not thy posterity; 
But as a bait for pride (which spoils us all,) 
Embarks us in so perilous a way, 
As menaceth our death, and thy decay? 

For, Rome, thou now resemblest a ship 
At random wand'ring in a boist'rous sea, 
When foaming billows feel the northern blasts r 
Thou toil'st in peril, and the windy storm 
Doth topside-turvey toss thee as thou float'st. 
Thy mast is shiver'd, and thy main-sail torn. 
Thy sides sore beaten, and thy hatches broken 
TTiou want'st thy tackling, and a ship unrigg'd 
Can make no shift to combat with the sea. 
See libw the rocks do heave their heads at thee ! 
Which if thou shouldst but touch, thou strait becom'isit 
A spoil to Neptune, and a sportful prey 
To th' Glaucs and Tritons, pleas'd with thy decay. 

Thou vauilt'st not of thine ancestors in vain^ 
But vainly count'st thine own victorious deeds. 
What helpeth us liie things that they did then^ 
Now we are hated both of gods and men ? 
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'' Hatred accoiApauies prosperity, 

*' For one mangrieveth at another's good, 

'^ And so much more we think our misery, 

'* The more that fortune hath with others stood : 

'* So that we f sild are seen as wisdom would, \ 

'' To bridle time with reason as we should. 

" For we are proud when Fortune favours us, 
" As if inconstant chance were always one, 
** Or standing now, we should continue thus. 
^* O fools, look back, and see the rolling stone, 
*' Whereon she blindly lighting sets her foot, 
'^ And slightly sows that seldom taketh root/ 
Heaven heretofore (inclin'd to do us good) 
Did favour us with conquering our ^foes, 
When jealous Italy (exasperate 
With our uprising) sought our city's fall. 
But we, soon tickled with «uch flatt'rii^ hope, 
Wag'd farther war with an insatiate heact. 
And tir'd our neighbour countries so with chaj^, 
And with their loss we did our bounds enlarge. 

Carthage ftnd Sieiiy we hAve subdued. 
And almost yoked all the world besTde: 
And solely through desire of public rule, 
Rome and the earth ate waxen ull as one: 
Yet now we live despeil'd and rpbb'dby one, 
Of th' anciebt freedom wherein we were bom. 
And e'en that yot^e, that wont to tame all others. 
Is heavily retum-d ,i|ipon oulrselves. 
" A note of Cfeoce that may the proud ccmtroul, 
'^ And shew Qod'^ wr^th against a cruel souL 
" For heaven deligtits Aot in us when we do 
*' That to another, w4iich^oiju^lves disdain. 
** Judge 6thers as thou would'at be judg'd agaia; 
<' And do but as thou would'st be done unto. 
** For sooth to say (in reaso^) we deserve 
" To have the self-satne measure that we serve.*' 

What eight had our ambitious ancestors 

7 — sild] i. ei sddxiiiu ' It is a' WM^ (tften* uaed by andent wiiteis. 
See Mr. Stedvens's Note, on Ccriolanuf, A.^. S. 1. 
Again, Churchiyard's Worthiness of Wales : 

" So many springs that 5ie/<f that soyle Ib diy.'' 
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(Ignobly issued from the cart and plough,) 

To enter Asia? What, were they the heirs 

To Persia or the Medes, first Monarchies? 

'What:interest had they to Africa? 

To Gaul or Spain ? Or what did Neptune owe us 

Within the bounds of farther Brittany ? 

Are we not thieves and robbers of those realms, 

That ow'd us nothing but revenge for wrongs ? 

What tottcheth us the treasure or the hopes, 

The lives or liberties of all those nations. 

Whom we by force have held in servitude ; 

Whose mournful cries and. shrieks to heaven ascend, 

Importuning both vengeance and defence 

Against this city, rich of violence ? 

" 'Tis not enough (alas) our power f extend, 
" Or over-run the world from east to west, 
** Or that our hands the earth can comprehend, 
" ® Or that we proudly do what like us best. 
*^ He lives more quietly whose rest is made, 
'' And can with reason chasten his desire, 
** Than he that blindly toileth for a shade, 
** And is with others' empire set on fire. 
** Our bliss consists not in possesiHons, 
** But in commanding our affections ; 
** In virtue's choice, and vice's needful chace 
** Far from oiir hearts,, for staioiog of .^ur, face.'' 

Chorus. Upon thy back, (where Misery doth Mt) 
O Rome, the heavens with their wrathfbl hwd 

Revenge the crimes thy fathers did commit. 
But if (their farther fury to withstand, 

* Or that vfe proudly do what like u$Mft*'] i. e«i^bat,.pla9M as 
best. So, in Lmg Lear, A. 2. S. 2 : 
" His face likes me not." 
Maide Tragedy , A. 3 : 

" What look Hket yon beat V 
The Woman hater, A. 1. S, 3 : 

" If I can find no company that IVtrnjoie**' 

Euphues and his England, 1582, p. 16: << 'Enquire no farther 

" than beseemeth you, least you heare that which cannot Uhi^fou" 

Ibid. p. 92 : " This liked .them< aU exceedingly. , And thus 

" Sonus with a good grace and pleasant speech began to enter into 

the liats urith-'^^ — *'*-'" 
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Which o'er thy walls thy wrack sits menacing) 
Thou dost not seek to calm heaven's ireful king, 
A farther plague will pester all the land. 

" The wrath of heaven (though urg'd) we see, is slow^ 
In punishing the evils we have done : 
For what the father hath deserv'd, we know, 
Is spar'd in him, and punish'd in the son. 
" But to forgive the apter that they be, 

They are the more displeased when they see, 
*' That we continue our offence begun." 

Then from her loathsome cave doth Plague repair, 
Thait breathes her heavy poisons down to hell ; 
'^ Which with their noisome fall corrupt the air^ 
" Or meagre Famine which the weak foretell. 
Or bloody War (of other woes the worst) 

Which where it lights doth show the land accarst. 
And ne'er did good wherever it befell." 

War, that hath sought th' Ausonian fame to rear. 
In warlike Emony^ (now grown so great* 

With soldiers' bodies that were buried there^) 
Which yet to sack us toils in bloody sweat : 

T'enlarge the bounds of conquering Thessaly, 
Through murder, discord, wrath, and enmity. 
Even to the peaceful Indian's pearled seat. 

Whose entrails fir'd with rancour, wrath, and rage. 
The former petty combats did displace. 

And camp to camp did endless ba^ttles wage, 
Which on the mountain tops of warlike Thrace, 

Made thund'ring Mars (Dissension's common friend)^' 
Amongst the forward soldiers first descend, 
Arm'd with his blood-besmeared keen coutelace. 

Who first attempted to excite to arms, 

The troops enraged with the trumpet's sound. 
Head-long to run and reck no after-harms ; 

Where in the flow'red meads dead men were found 
Falling as thick (through warlike cruelty) 

As ears of corn for want of husbandry ; 

That (wastful) shed their grain upon die ground. 

* Eroont/] i. e. iEmonia, where PhaifiatiaL was* S. P.. 
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O war, if thoa were subject but to death. 
And by desert mig^ht'st fall to Phlegethon, 

The torment that Ixion sufiereth, 

Or hiswhose soul the vulture seizeth on. 

Were all too little to reward thy wrath : 
Nor all the plagues that fiery Pluto hath 
The most outrageous sinners laid upon. 

Accursed caitives ! wretches that we are ! 

Perceire we not that for the fatal doom 
The Fates make haste enough, but we (by War) 

Must seek in hell to have a hapless room ? 
Or fast enough do foolish men not die. 

But they (by murder of themselves) must hie, 

Hopeless to hide them in a hapless tomb ? 

All sad and desolate our city lies, 

And for fair corn-ground are our fields surcloy'd 
^° With worthless gorse, that yearly fruitless dies, 

And choaks the good, which else we had enjoy'd. 
Death dwells within us, and if gentle Peace 

Descend not soon, our sorrows to surcease, 

Latium (already quail'd) will be destroyed. 



ACT II. 

CORNELIA, CICERO. 

Cornelia. And will ye needs bedew my dead-grown 
joys. 
And nourish sorrow with eternal tears ? 
O eyes, and will ye ('cause [ cannot dry 
Your ceaseless springs) not suffer me to die ? 
Then make the blood from forth my branch-like veins, 
like weeping rivers trickle by your vaults ; 
And spunge my body's heat of moisture so, 

10 — tBonhUu gorse] i. e. furze. So, in Shakspeare's Tempest, A. 4. 
S. 1 : " jprickmg gots and thorns.*' S. 
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As my displea^d goul may shuD my heart. 
Heavensy Jet jae die, and let the Drntlnka 
Admit me passage to th' infernal lake ; 
Thatmypopr. ghost may rest where pow-eful fate 
In death's sad kingdom hath. my husband lodg'd. 
Fain would I die, but darksome ugly daath 
With-holds hift dart, and in disdain doth fly me, 
Maliciously knowing, that hell's horror 
Is milder than mine endless discontent ; 
And that, if death upon my life should seize. 
The pain supposed would procure mine ease. 

But ye sad Powers, that rule. the silent deeps 
Of dead-sad night, where sins do mask unseen : 
You that amongst the darksome mansions 
Of pining ghosts, twixt sighs, and sobs, and* tears, 
*^ Do exercise you mirthless empory : 
Ye gods (at whose arbitrament all stand,) 
Dislodge my soul, and keep it with yourselves. 
For I am more than half your prisoner. 
My noble husbands (more than noble souls. 
Already wander under your commands. 
O then shall wretched I, that am but one, 
(Yet once both theirs) survive now they are gone ? 

Alas ! thou should'st, thou should'st, Cornelia, 
Have broke the sacred thread that ty'd thee here, 
When as thy husband Crassus (in his flower) 
Did first bear arms, and bare away my love. 
And not (as thou hast done) go break the bands, 
By calling Hymen once more back again. 
Less hapkss, and more.worthiiess thou might'st 
Have made thine ancestors and thee renown'd: 

^^ Do exercise y<ntr mirthleu empory :] i. e. tmjMrutm, ^ c/mwumd, 
*' My noble husbands (moxe than noble souls) 
" Already wander under your command&>" S. P. 
The word also occurs in Henry V. A. 1. S.'S : 
" — Or tbew we'll sit, 
** Ruling, in. large and ample empery" 
" This word, says Mr. Steevens, which signifies dondrUan, is now 
" obsolete, though formerly in general use." So, in Claudku Tiberius 
'• Neroi 1607 : 

" Within the circuit <^ our mupery," 
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If (like a royal dame) with faith fast kept, 

Thou with thy former husband's death had'st slept. 

But ][>attial Fortune, and the powerful Fates, 
That at their pleasures wield our purposes, 
Bewitch'd my life, and did beguile my love. 
Pompey, the fame that ran of thy frail honours 
Made roe thy wife, thy love, and (like a thief) 
From my first husband stole my faithless grief. 

But if (as some believe) in heaven or hell 
Be heavenly powers, or infernal spirits. 
That care to be aveng'd of lovers oaths ; 
Oaths- made in marriage, and after broke; 
Those powers, those spirits, (mov'd with my light faith;) 
Are now displeased with Pompey and my self, 
And do with civil discord (furthering it) 
Untie the bands that sacred Hymen knit : 
Else only I am cause of both their wraths, 
And of the sin that sealeth up thine eyes; 
Thine eyes (O deplorable Pompey I) I am she, 
I am that plague, that sacks thy house and thee. 
For 'tis not heaven,- nor Crassus (cause he sees 
That I am thine) in jealousy pursues us. 
No, 'tis a<secret cross, and unknown thing. 
That I receiv*d from heaven at my birth. 
That I should heap misfortunes on their head, 
Whom once I had received in marriage-bed. 

Then ye, the noble Romulists that rest. 
Henceforth forbear to seek my murdering love. 
And let their double loss that held me dear. 
Bid you beware for fear you be beguiFd. 
Ye may be rich and great in Fortune's grace, 
And all your hopes with hap may be enected : 
But if ye once be wedded to my love. 
Clouds of adversity will cover you. 
So pestilently fraught with change of plagues 
Is mine infected bosom from my youth. 
Like poison that (once lighting inthe body) 
No^ sooner toucheth than it tamts the blood ; 
One while the heart, another while the liver, 
( According* to< th'eiiceiiuifteitBig passages) 
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Nor spareth it what purely feeds the heart. 
More than the most infected filthiest part. 

Pompey, what holpe it thee, (say dearest life) 
Tell me what holpe thy warlike valiant mind 
^encounter with the least of my mishaps ? 
What holpe it thee, that under thy command 
Thou saw'st the trembling earth with horror maz*d? 
Or where the sun forsakes th' ocean sea, 
Or watereth his coursers in the west, 
T* have made thy name be far more fam'd and fear'd. 
Than summer's thunder to the silly herd ? 

What holpe it, that thou saw'st, when thou wert young, 
Thy helmer deck'd with coronets of bays ? 
So many enemies, in battle rang'd. 
Beat back like flies before a storm of hail ? 
T' have look'd askance, and see so many kings 
To lay their crowns and scepters at thy feet ? 
T' embrace thy knees, and, humbled by their fate, 
T* attend thy mercy in this mournful state? 

Alas, and here-withal what holpe it thee. 
That even in all the corners of the earth, 
Thy wand'ring glory was so greatly known. 
And that Rome saw thee while thou triumph'dst thrice 
O'er three parts of the world that thou hadst yok'd ; 
That Neptune welt'ring on the windy plains, 
Escap'd not free from thy victorious hands ; 
Since thy hard hap, since .thy fierce destiny, 
(Envious of all thine honours) gave thee me ? 

By whom the former course of thy fair deeds 
Might (with a biting bridle) be restrain'd ; 
By whom the glory of thy conquests got. 
Might die disg^ac'd with mine unhappiness ; 
O hapless wife ! thus ominous to all, 
Worse than Megeera, worse than any plague ; 
What foul infernal, or what stranger hell 
Henceforth wilt thou inhabit, where thy hap 
None other's hopes with mischief may entrap? 

Ckero. What end, O race of Scipio, will the Fates 
Afford youT tears ? Will that day never come, 
That your dlsast'rous griefs shall turn to joy, 
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And we have time to bury our annoy ? 

Cornelia, Ne*er shall I see that day ; for heaven and 
time 
Have faird in power to calm my pavssion. 
Nor can they (should they pity my complaints) 
Once ease my life, but with the pangs of death. 
Cicero. *' The wide world's accidents are apt to change, 

** " And tickle Fortune stays not in a place ; 
** But (like the clouds) continually doth range, 

** Or like the sun that hath the night in chace. 
** Then as the heavens (by whom our hopes are guided) 

•* Do coast the earth with an eternal course^ 
" We must not think a misery betided 

" Will never cease, but still grow worse and worse. ,. 
•* When icy winter's past, then comes the spring, 

** Whom summer's pride with sultry heat pursues ; 
" To whom mild autumn does earth's treasure. bring, 

** The sweetest season that the wise can chuse. 
" Heaven's influence was ne'er so constant yet, 

*' In good or bad as to continue it." 
When I was young, I saw against poor Sylla, 
Proud Cynna, Marius, and Carbo flesh'd 
So long, till they 'gan tyrannize the town. 
And spilt such store of blood in every street, 
As there were none but dead men to be seen. 
Within a while, I saw how Fortune play'd, 
And wound those tyrants underneath her wheel. 
Who lost their lives and power at once by one. 
That (to revenge himself ) did with his blade 
Commit more murder than Rome ever made. , 

Yet Sylla, shaking tyranny aside, 

1* And tickle Fortune, &c.] Tklde here means uncertain, or incon* 
ttant. We still use the word ticklish ; and a ticklish situation is un- 
derstood fbr that state in which we can have no sure dependance. 
So, in Churchyard's Challenge, p. 28 : 

" Yet climbing up, the tree of tickle trust . 
" Wee streache the arme, as farre as reach may goe, 
*' Disgnis'd with pompe, and pampred up with lust ; 
" We gase alof, and never looke belowe, 
** Till hatchet comes, andgives the fauling bloe." 
See also Mr. Steevens's Note on Measure for Measure, A. 1. S. 3. 
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Return'd due honours to our commonwealth^ 
Which peaceahly retained her ancient state, 
Grown great wiUiout the strife of citizens ; 
Till this ambitious tyrant's time, that toil*d 
To stoop the world and Rome to his desires. 
But flattering Chance, that train'd his first designs. 
May change her looks, and give the tyrant over, 
Leaving our city, where so long ago 
Heavens did their favours lavishly bestow. 

ComeUa. 'Tis true, the heavens (at least-^sc if they 
please) 
May give poor Rome her fc»rmer liberty^ 
But though they would, I know they cannot give 
A second life to Pompey that is slain. 

Cicero. Mourn not for Pompey ; Pompey could not 
die 
A better death, than for his country's weal. 
For oft he searched amongst the fierce alarms, 
But (wishing) could not find so fair an ead; 
Till, fraught with years and honour both at once. 
He gave his body (as a barricade) 
For Rome's defence, by tyrants overlaid. 
Bravely he dy'd, and (haplie) takes it iil, 
That (envious) we repine at heaven's wilU 

Cornelia. Alas, my sorrow would be so much less, 
If he had dy'd, his faulchion in his fist. 
Had he amidst huge troops of armed men 
Been wounded by another iany way. 
It would have calmed many of my sighs. 
For why, tehave seen his noble Roman blood 
Mixt with his enemies, had done him good* 

But he is dead, (O heavens !) not dead in fight, 
With pike in hand upon a fprt besieg'd. 
Defending of a breach : but basely slain ; 
Slain traiterously, without assault in war. 
Yea, slain he is, and bitter Chance decreed 
To have me there, to see this bloody deed. 
I saw him, I was there, and in mine arms 
He almost felt the poignard when he fell. 
Whereat my Uood stopt in my straggling veins ; 
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Mine hair grew bristled, like a thorny gr^Ve ;. 
My voice lay hid, half dead wiUiifo mf^thf^at; . 
My frightful heut (stunn'd in my stone-cold bieAgfi^ 
Faintly redoubled ev'ry feeble stroke ; 
My spirit, chained with impatientrage^ 
Did raying striye to breait the prisoa opey 
(Enlarg'd) to drown the paiitit did abide 
In solitary Lethe's sleepy tide.. 

Thrice (to absent me from this hated light); 
I would hav&piong'd my body in the sea'^ 
And thrice detain'd, with doleful shrieks -and csiefty. 
(With arms to heaven upreard) I 'gan' exclaim* 
And belifow forth agsinst the Godb themsekes( 
* A bed-roll of outrageous biast>hetaiiesr ; 
Till (grief to hear, and hell for me tor speaks) 
My woes wax'd stronger, and my self grew weab^ 

Thus day and night I toil in discontent, 
Andr sleeping walstf, when sieep itself, th^ ricle» > 
Upon the mists, searcemoistsenel^tmiiie eyes» 
Sorrow consumes me, and instead of rest^ 
With folded arms I sadly sit and weep. 
And, if I wink, it is for fedr to see 
The fearful dreams efifeets that troiMe hiiT 

O heavens ! what shatt i di»? atho^ must I>, 
Must I myself be murderet - of ■i3Melf ? . 
Must I myself be fore'd to ope the way« 
Whereat my soul in woQiid» may sally forth ? 

Cicero, Madam, yois must not tlras tffai»pert y<Kir-» 
sdf. 
We see your sorrow ; but who sorrows noti 
The grief is commmix. And I milsfe^ besideft 
The servitude that dauseth all our- caitest^ 
Besides the baseness wherein wvare yok'd, 
Besides the lossr of good men-dedd and gone, 
What one he is tibat in this broil hath hiee»^ 
And mourneth not for seme mfltto£ laa hki? . * 



'* A bedrroCCJ A bed-roU, ot hede-ralh <ay8 filmdrt^ fat M» Glos- 
iograiphia, ** is a roll or list of such as Priests were wont to pray 
for in chiach#4kf' 
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Cornelia, If all the world were in the like distress, 
My sorrow yet would never seem the less. 

Cicero. ** O, but men bear misfortunes with more 
" ease, 
** The more indifferently that they fall ; 
<' And nothing more (in uproars) men can please, 
'' Than when they see their woes not worst of all.** 

Cornelia, ** Our friend's misfortune doth increase our 
" own." 

Cicero, But ours of others will not be acknown.*^ 

Cornelia. ''Yet one man's sorrow : will another 
" touch." 

Cicero. Ay, when himself will entertain none such." 

ComeUa.' '' Another's tears draw tears • from- forth 
** our eyes." 

Cicero. *^ And choice of streams the greatest river 
" dries." 

Cornelia. When sand within a whirlpool lies unwet. 
My tears shall dry, and I my grief forget. 

Cicero. ** What boot your tears,^or what avails your 
sorrow. 
Against th' inevitable dart of death ? 
Think you to move with lamentable plaints 
Persiphone, or Pluto's ghastly spirits, 
To make him live that's locked in his tomb. 
And wand'reth in the centre of the earth ? 
** No, no, Cornelia, Charon takes not pain ■ 
" To ferry those that must be fetch'd again." • 

Cornelia* Proserpina indeed neglects my plaints. 
And hell itselfis deaf to my laments. 
Unprofitably should 1 waste my tears. 
If over Pompey I should weep to death, 
With hope to have him be reviv'd by them. 
Weeping avails not, therefore do I weep. 
Great losses greatly are to be deplor'd. 
The loss is great that cannot' be restor'd. 

Cicero. ** Nought is immortal underneath tlie sud, 
'' All things are subject to death's tyranny: 

]* What boot, &c.] What avail your tears; 
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^^ BotbcIowD9 and kiiig» one «el£4aiiie course must 

" run, 
'V Aad ^atsoever liites, is sure to die.'' 
Then wherefore mourn you for your husband's death, 
Sith being a man, he was ordain'd to die ! ' * 

Since Jore's own sons, retaiaiiig human shape. 
No more than wretched we, their death could ^scape. 

Braye Scipio, your famous ancestor, 
That Rome's high worth to Africk did extend ; 
And those two Scipios (that in person fought 
Before the fearful Carthaginian walls) 
Both brothers, and both war's fierce lightning fires. 
Are they hot dead ? Yes> and their death (our dettrth) 
Hath hid them both etebowal'd in the earth. ' 

And those great cities, whose foundations reached 
From deepest hell, and with their tops touchM heaven; 
Whose lofty towers like thorny-pointed spears, 
Whose, temples, palaces, and walls embost," 
In power and force, and- fierceness, seem'd to threat 
The tired worlds that trembled with their weight; 
In one day's, space (to our eternal moans) 
Have we not seen them tura'd to heaps of stones ? 

Carthage dm witness; and thou, heaven's hand- 
work, 
Fair Ilium, raaed by the conquering Greeks ; 
Whose ancient beauty, worth and weapons^ seem'd 
Sij^cient t' have tain'd the Myrmidons. ' ' 
'' But wbataoe'ef hath been begun, must end. 
*' Death (haply that our willingness dotk see) 
'^ Widi brandish'd dart ddth 'make the puifiEige free ; 
** And timeless doth our souls to Pluto sead." * 

ComeUa, Would death had steep'd his dart in 
Lema's blobd ! 
That I were drown'd in the Tartarian deeps I 
I am an offering fit for Acheron. 
A match mote equal never could be made, 
Tkaa I« wid Pompey, in th' Elysiaii shade. 

Cicero. ** Death's always ready, and our. time is 
** known 
^* To be at heaven's diqpose, and not our own." 

VOL.11. 8 
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CorneUa. CaOrWebeoiier^faius^ to good hap? 

Cicero. What good expect we in a fierjr gap f 

Cornelia. To 'scape the* fears that Ibiiow- Fortune*^ 
glances. 

Cicero. '' Anohle mind doth iMsver fear mischances/^ 

Cornelia, ^* A noble mind disdaineth servitude/ 

Cicero, Can bondage true nobility exclude ? 

Cornelia. How if I do, or suffer that I would not ? 

Cicero. *' True aobless never doth thethingit should 
"not/* 

Cornelia. Then must I die. 

Cicero. Yet dying think this sdii : 

^ i^o fear of death should force us to do ill/' 

Cornelia, If death be such) why is your fesur so -rife ? 

Cicero.* My works will shew I never fear*d uvf life. 

Cornelia. And yet you will not that (incur distress,) 
We ask death's aid to end life's wretchedness. 

Cicero. " We neither oughtto urge, aoradlc'a thing, 
" Wherein we see so much assurance lies. 

But if perhaps some fierce offended kiiigj - 

(To fright us) set pale death before our eyes. 

To force us do that goes against our heart : 
" 'Twere more th^n base in us to dread his- dart. ^ 
** But when, for fear of an ensuing ill, 
** We seek to shorten our appointed race; 
*' Then 'tis (for fear) that we ourselves do- kiU^ - 
" So fond we are to fear the world's disgrace/' 

Corfielta* 'Tis not for frailty, or faint cowardtce,^ 
That men (to shun mischances) seek for dea& ; 
But rather he that seeks it, shows himself 
Of certain courage/gainst uncertain chance. 
" He that retires not at the threats ^of deaths * 

*^ Is not, as are the vulgar, slightly ^ frayed. 

14 --frayed.'] i. e, a£&igh]ted. So, WUy heguiM, 1606 t •*'Vll 
" attiie myself fit for the JismiBinixpofleUke titf Bomehttllish liag; or 
^ damned fiend, and meetwi^ Sdphos wand'singiathe woods:' 
« O, I BhaU/ray him terribly.*' 

Ibid. ** — he'll make himself ' like a devil, and fidy fke 
scholmr 

Ibid. " Why, didst thou/ray him »" 
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** For heaven itself, nor hell's infectious breathy 

** The resolute at any time have stayed. 

" And (sooth to say) why fear we, when we see, 

" The thing we fear, less than th# fear to be V* 

Then let me die, my liberty to save, 

For 'tis a death to live a tyrant's slave. 

Cicero. Daughter, '^^beware how you provok the 
heavens, 
Which in our bodies (as a tower of strength) 
Have plac'd our souls, and fortif/d the same ; 
As discreet princes set their garrisons, 
In strongest places of their provinces. 
** Now, as it is not lawiul for a man, 
** At such a king's'xieparture or decease, 
** To leave the place, and falsify his faith; 
'< So in this case, we ought not'to surrender 
*^ That dearer part^ till heaven itself command it : 

For as they lent us life to do us pleasure. 

So look they for return of such a treasure." 

Chorus^ ** Whatever the massie earth hath fraight, 

'' Or on her nurse-like back sustains, 
** Upon the will of heaven doth wait, 

** And doth no more than it' ordains. 
** All fortunes, all felicities, 

** Upon their motion do depend : 
** And from the stars doth still arise 

** Both their beginning and their end. 
** The monarchies, that cover all 

" This earthly iround with majesty, 
**- Have both their rising and their fall 

" From heaven and heaven's variety. 
^^ Frail men, or man's more frail defence, 

^* Had never power to practise stays 
*< Of this celestial influence, 

** That govemeth and guides our days. 
" No cloiid but will be over-cast ; 

" And what now flourisheth, must fad^ ; 
*^ And that that fades, revive at last, 

'' To flourish ab it first was made. 
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<< The forms of things do never die^ 

*^ Because the matter that remains 
^' Reforms another thing thereby, 

'^ That still the former shape retains. 
** The roundness of two bowls cross-K^ast^ 

'' (So they with equal pace be aim'd). 

Shows their beginning by their last, 

** Which by old nature is new-fram*d. 
*' So peopled cities, that of yore 

*' Were desert field where none would bide, 
<< Become forsaken as before, . 

" Yet after are re-edify*d." 
Perceive we not a petty vein, 

Cut from a spring by chance or art, 
Engendereth fountains, whence again 

Those fountains do to floods convert? 
Those floods to waves, those waves to sean, 

That oft exceed their wonted bounds: 
And yet those seas (as heavens please) 

Return to springs by under^-grounds. 
E'en so our city (in her pjrime) 

Prescribing princes every thing, • 
Is now subdu'd by conquering time. 

And liveth subject to a king. 
And yet perhaps the sun-bnght crown, 

That now the tyrant's head doth deck, 
May turn to Rome with true renown, 

li fortune chance but once to check. 
The stately walls that onqe ^ere rear'd, 

And by a shepherd's hc^nds erect, 
(With hapless brothers blood besmear'd) 

Shall show by whqm (h^y were infeet. 
And once more unjust Tarquin's frown 

(With arrogance and rage inflam'd) 
Shall keep the Roman valour dov^n^ 

And Rome itself a while be tam'd. 
And chastest Lucrece once again 

(Because her name dishouQur'd stood) 
Shall by herself be careless slain, ^ 

And make a river of her blood; 
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Scorning her soul a seat should build 

Within a bod^ basely seen, 
By shameless rape to be defii'd, 

That orst was clear as heaven's queen. 
But hearensy as tyranny shall yoke 

Our bastard hearts with seryile thrall; 
So grant your plagues (whicli they provoke) 

May light upon them once for all. 
And let another Brutus rise, 

Bravely to fight in Home's defence, 
To tree our town from tyranny, 

And tyrannous proud insolence. 



ACT III. 



CORNELIA, CHORUS. 



The chearful cock (the sad night's comforter) 
Waiting upon the rising of the sun, 
Doth sing to secfhow Cynthia shqnksher horn. 
While Clytie takes her progress to the east; 

Where wringing wet with drops of silver d^w. 

Her wonted tears of love sl^e.doth renew. 
The wand'riag swallow, with her brbken song, 
The country-'Wench unto her work! awakes; 
While Cytherea. sighing walks to seek 
Her murder'd love transformed into, a rose ; 

Whom (though she see) to crq) she kindly^lears; 

But (kissing) sighs, and dews him 'with her tears ; 
Sweet tears of love, remembrancers to< time, ' 
Time past with me, th^t am^to teark coorerted; 
Whose mournful passions dulLthe hUnriiihg's' joys, 
Whose sweeter sleeps are turn'd tafeiaifol dreams^; 

And whose first fortunes (fill'd with ii\ distress) 

Afford no hope of future happiness; 
But what disastrous or luurd accidfcint 
Hath ba^'d your l>lubbifer'd eyes in bitter tears. 



!2(S2 coEireLiA. [act iii< 

That thus consort me in my misery ? ■ 

Why do you beat your breasts? why mourn you so ? 

S^y* gently sisters, tell me, and believe 

It grieves me that I know not why you grieve. 

Chonis, O poor Cornelia, have not we good^cause. 
For former wrongs to furnish us with tears ? 

Cornelia. O, but I fear that Fortune seeks new flaws^ 
And still (unsatisfy'd) more hatred bears. 

Chorus. Wherein can Fortune farther injure us, 
Now we have lost our conquered liberty, 
Our common-wealth, our empire, and our honours,^ 
Under this cruel Tarquin's tyranny ? 
Under this outrage now are all our goods. 
Where scattered they run by land and sea 
(Like exird us) from fertile Italy, 
To proudest Spain, or poorest Getuly. 

Cornelia. And will the heavens, that have so oft de- 
fended 
Our Roman wars from fury of fierce kings, 
Not once again return our Senators, 
That from the Libyck plains and Spanish fields. 
With fearless hearts do guard our Roman. hopes? 
Will they not. once again encourage them 
To fill our fields with blood of enemies, 
And bring from Africk to our Capitol, 
Upon their helms, the empire that is stole? 

Then home-born houshold gods, and ye good spirits, 
To whom in doubtful things we seek access^ 
By whom our family had been adorn'd. 
And graced with the name of African ; 
Do ye vouchsafe that this victprious title 
Be not expired in Cornelia's blood ; 
And that my father now (in th' Africk wars) 
The self-same stile by conquest may continue ! 
But, wretched that I am, alas, I fear^- 

Chorus. What fear you. Madam ? 

ComeUa. That the frowning heavens 
Oppose themselves against us in their wrath. 

Chorus. Our loss (I hope) hath satisfy'd their .ire. 

ComeUa^^ O no f our loss lifts Cspsar's fortunes higher. 
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Choms. Fortune is fickle. 

ComeUa. But hath faiFd him nerer. 

Chorus. The more unlike she should continue ever. 

Camelia, My fearful dreams do my despairs re* 
double. 

Choms. Why suffer you vain dreams your head to 
trouble? 

Comelkt. Who is not troubled with strange visions? 

Chorus. That of our spirit are but illusions. 

Cornelia. God grant these dreams to good effect be 
brought! 

Chorus. We dream by night what we by day have 
thought. 

Cornelia. The silent night, that long had sojourned. 
Now 'gan to cast her sable mantle off, 
And now the sleepy wain-man softly drove 
His slow-pac'd team, that long had travelled ; 
When (like a slumber, if you term it so) 
A dulness, that disposeth us to rest, 
'Gan close the windows of my watchful eyesy 
Already tir'd and loaden with my tears ; 
And lo (methought) came gliding by my bed. 
The ghost of Pompey, with a ghastly look ; 
All pale and ^' brawn-fairn*, not in triumph borne 
Amongst the conquering Romans, as we usM, 
When he (enthroniz'd) at his feet beheld 
Great emperors, fast bound in chaitis of brass. 
But all amaz'd, with fearful hollow eyes. 
His hair and beard deform'd with blood and sweat. 
Casting a thin coarse linsel o'er his shoulders, 
That torn in pieces traiUd upon the ground. 
And, gnashing of his teeth, unlock'd his jaws, 

^ — hraum-falTn.'] Siiililar to this expression is chap-faUent sttlf 
used by the vulgar* * In Beaumont and Fletcher's Mad Loim', A. S. 
Calis says, his palaU^t down, whidt seems to have, the same signi- 
ficadon. 

* All pale and braum-fairn.'] It will be seen by the following quo- 
tation from Webster's Appius and Virginia, 4to. 1654, that brawn- ' 
f all'n is something difierent from what Beed has described it : 

•«— Let 
" Th* enemies stript arm have his crimsonfd hrawnt 
** Up to €he elbowes in your tiaiterons blond." — Page 9. 
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Which slightly coverM with a scarce-seen skin, 
This solemn.tale be sadly did begin : 

Sleep'st thou, Cornelia? sleep*st thou, gentle wife, 
And seest thy father's misery and mine ? 
Wake, dearest sweet, and o*er our sepulchres 
In pity show thy latest love to us. 
Such hap as ours attendeth on my sons> 
The self same foe and fortune follewiiig them. 
Send Sextus over to ^ome foreign nation, 
Far from the common hazard of the wars; 
That (being yet sav'd) he may attempt no move 
To 'venge the valour that is try*d 'before. 

He said ; and suddenly a trembling horror, 
A chill cold shivering (settled in my veins) 
Brake up my slut^ber; when I ope d my lip^ 
Three times to cry, -but could, nor cry, nor speak. 
I mov*d mine be8kd,:$ind flung abroad mine arms, 
To entertain him» but his airy spirit 
Beguiled mine embraoem^ats, and (unkind) 
Left me embracing nothing but the^wind, 

O valiant soul, when •shall this soul (^^mine 
Come visit thee in the Elysjan shades? 

dearest life, oi: wh^n shall swe^test-^eath 
Dissolve the festal trouble pf ikiy d$iys<» .. 
And bless me with ipy Pompey*s <|pmpany ? 
But may my feitb^r, (0 e^^trj^me midhap I) 
And such a.iiiiqtl^et'Of brave; regiments. 
Made of so mai^ expert soldiers, . 

That lov'd our liberty, and followed him, 

Be so discpmiit^ed,?. Q.wppld it were but an illusion ! 

Chorus, Madam, ni^yer fear, . 
Nor let a senseless idol-of the nighl; . 
Encres^e a mor^ than needful fear in you. 

()or,i^Ua. My fearpipceeds^not^of an idle dream. 
For 'tisti truth that hath astonished me. 

1 saw great Pompey, and I heard him speak ; 
And, thinking, to e;i;nbrace him', ope'd mine arms. 
When drowsy sleep, that wak*d me at unwares, 
Did with his flight unclose my fearful eyes 

So suddenly, that yet methinksl see him. 
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Howl^eit I caimot touch bim, for he riides 
More mftly from me than the ocean glides* 

Chorus. *' ^^ These are vain thoughts, or melancholy 
shews, r 

** That wont to haunt and trace by cloister'd tombs : 
*' ^^ Which eath's appear in sad and strange disguises 
** To pensive minds, deceived with their shadows ; 
** The^ counterfeit the dead in voice and figure, 
" Divining of our future miseries. 
** For when our soul the body hath disgag'd^ 
** It seeks the common passage of the dead, 
*^ Do^n by the fearful gates of Acheron ; 
'* Where when it is by iBacus adjudg'd, 
** It either turiieth to the Stygian Uke, 
** Or stilys for ever in th* Elysian fields, 
** And ne*er returneth to the come intevr'd, 
'^ To walk by night, or make the wise afraid* 
** None but mevitable conquering death 
** Descends to hell, with hope to rise again ; 
« For ghosts of men are lock'd in. fiery gates, 
** Fast guarded by a fell remorseless monster, 

>< Thete are vain thoughts,"] Dtydea and Lm* in their Tnigedv of 
(kdipm, A.-4» S.^l.haTe'the foUowing -beautifiJ pMisgc, Wch 
naiy he eofa&pavfd "with- tibe* prMent : 

"^Wben the sttt^ets, flhad<m«i» that*:Bhew'Jd«t^aMa 
" But small, appear most long and terrible ; 
" So when we think fate hovers o'.eitoiir h#ad^, 
" Our appreheasioxwidiodr beyond al M > p Kid# > 
" Owls, ravens, cridceU seem the watgh-qf do a th , 
" Nature's worst vermin scare her god<4iko- mm. 
" Echoes, the veiy leavings of a voioe, 
. "GwW l^bling ghosts, and call us to dui mf«s : 
: "Each mole-hill thought 'swells to tghv^'Jbiymfm, 
'f Whilewe fantastick dreomeri heat«««Bdpaff, 
*[ AM sweat with an ima^aaAiOA's height ; 
'''Afifyltlte Atlas, with these mortalrshouJidtEi 
" We oeuld sustain the burden of theitorld.'^ 
" Which eath's appear , &c.] i. e. eaty, easily. Eath is?aa old 
Saxon word, st^fjpipig^ mm. Hence tmemth lot /«iMMtiy« So, in the 
Second Part of Henry VL A. 3. S. 4 : 

" UmathmiKy she endure the flinty stieets.^ S. 
Again, Spenser's FairyQuieen, B. 4. c. 12« $ 1 : 

" For much'laoce eath to tell the stanes on hj, 
** Alheitkey aadlesse seeikie in eflliiMation." 
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^* And therefore think not it was Pompey^s sprite, 

*' But some false Deemon that beguil'a your sight. 

[BxU. 
Enter CiC£R0. 
Cic£ro: Then, O world's queen ! O town that • did 
extend 

Thy conquering arms beyond the ocean, 

And throi^'dst thy conquests from the Libyan shores, 

Down to the Scythian swift-foot fearless porters^, 

*^Thou art embas'd ; and at this instant yield's! 

Thy proud -neck to a miseral^e yoke. . 

Rome, thou art tam'd, and th' earth, dew'd with thy 
blood, 

Doth laugh to see how thou artsignioriz'd. 

The force of heaven exceeds thy former strength : 

For thou that wont'st to tame and conquer all, 

Art conquer*dnow with an eternal fall. 

^ Now shalt thou march (thy hands fast bound be- 
hind thee) 

Thy head hung down, thy cheeks with tears bespirent. 



^® — pcrtert.'] Probably hooters. S. P. 

S* P.<woaId read hooters; but he ought to have known that, the 
ISeytkians were cODtemptuousIy styled porters, > becanBe they- tanied 
their huts and families about with them in wans ; omnia sua secum 
portantes. 

So Lucan, lib. ii. r. 641. 
Pigra palus S^hici patieus Masotica piaustn. 

Again, Horace Carm. Hb. iii. Od. 34. 
Campestres melius Scythe, 
Quorum plaustra vagas rite trahunt domes. 

After all, wliat could hooters mean ? unless S. P. designed to chaL- 
T9cteTize,^tiiB:.Sdyihians, as Homer does his countrymen, ISkv^fuUg 
'Axeuo), the well-6oa*«i Greeks. - [II. a. 17.] Free-hooters, indeed, 
is used for plunderers ; but I know not that hooters is ever empToyed, 
unless in conjunction with some epithet that fixes its meaning. S. 

»» ~ embasd-JDuhorumr^d. So, in Spenser's Fahry Queen, B. 3. 
c. 1. §lt: 

" Thus reconcilement was betweene them knitt, 
" Throup^h goodly temp'rance and affection chaste ; 
" And either. vow'd with all their power and witt, 
" To let not other's honour be defaSte, 
" Of Mend'orfoe^ whoever it «fii^iff«." 
» Now shalt thou nuarch, &&} Mr* Steevens . obMnrse, that this 
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Before the victor ; while thy rebel son, 
With crowned front trinmphingp follows thee* 
Thy bravest captains, whose courageous hearts 
(Join'd with the right) did reinforce our hopes. 
Now murder'd lie for fowl to feed upon. 
Petreusy Cato, and Scipio, are slain. 
And Juba, that amongst the Moors did reign. 

Now you, whom both the gods and fortune's grace, v 
Hath sav'd from danger in these furious broils, 
Forbear to tempt the enemy again. 
For fear you feel a third calamity. 
C«sar is like a brightlyrflaming blaze. 
That fiercely burns a house already fir*d ; 
And, ceaseless launching out on every side. 
Consumes the more, the more you seek to quench it^ 
Still darting sparkles, till it find a train 
To seize upon, and then it flames amain. 

^^ The men, the ships, wherewith poor Rome affronts 
him^ 
All powerless, give proud Cessar's wrath free passage. 
Nought can resist him, all the power we raise, 
Turns but to our misfortune, and his praise. 

'Tis thou, O Rome, that nurs*d his insolence ; 
Tis thou, Rome^ that gav'st him first the sword, 

paacage ia vefy like the following in tShakspeare's Anthony and 

Would'st thou be windowed in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach'd arms bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdu'd 
To penetratiTe shame, whilst the wheeled seat 
" Of fortunate Caesar drawn before him branded 
" His baseness that ensued V* 
•* The moit the shipt, wherewith poor Rome afironts hinu] To affront, 
is to meet directly. As in Fuimus Troes, A. 3. S. 1. vol. Vll. 
" Lets then dismiss the legate with a ftawn, ; 
" And draw our forces toward the sea, to join 
" With the four kings of Kent, and so affront 
" His first arrival." 
Hamlet, A. S. S. I : 

'That he, as 'twere by accident, may her6 
Affront Ophelia.** 

See Mr. Steevens*s JfoU on the lastpasi^e. 
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Which murd'rer-like against thyself he draws^ 
And violates both God and Natare's laws* 

Like moral Esop's misled country swain, 
That found a serpent pining in the snow. 
And full of foolish pity took it up, 
And kindly laid it by his houshold fire. 
Till (waxen warm) it nimbly 'gan to stir, 
Afid. stung to death the fooi:that fostered her. 

O gods ! that once had care of these our walls, 
And fearless kept us from th' assault of foes ; 
Great Jupiter, to whom our Capitol 
So many oxen yearly saprific'd ; 
Minerva, Stator, and stout Thracian Mars, 
Father to good Quirinus our first founder; 
To what intent have ye preserved our town. 
This stately town, so often hazarded 
Against the Samnites, Sabins, and fierce Latins? 
Why, from once footing in our fortresses, 
Have ve repell'd the lusty warlike Gauls? 
Why from Molossus and false Hanibal, 
Have ye xeserv'd the noble Romulists ? 
Or why from Cat'line's lewd conspiracies 
Preserved by Rome by my prevention ? 
To cast so soon a state, so long defended, 
Into the bondage where (enthral'd) we pine ? 
To serve (no straoger, but aa¥Higst jus)..one 
That with blind frenzy buiideth up his throne ? 

But if in 'US be any vigour resting. 
If yet our hearts retain one drop of blood, 
CflBsar, thou shalt not vaunt thy conquestjong. 
Nor longer hold us in this servitude. 
Nor shalt thou bathe thee longer in our blood : 
For I divine, that thou must vomit it, 
Like to a cur that carrion, hath devout'd. 
And cannot rest until his maw be scour'd. 

Think'st thou to signiorize, or be the king 
Of such a number, nobler than thyself? 
Or think'st thou Romans bear such bastard hearts. 
To let thy tyranny be unreveng'd ? 
No; fortnetfainks I see the shame, the grief. 
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The rage, the hatred, that they ha^e aoHceif '4l^ 
And many a Roman sword abeadydvtNrn, 
Tenlarge the liberty that thoan:Hxrp%tv 
And thy dismembered body (stabbed ai&d t&tvi)'^ 
Draee'd through the streets^ drsdained to bcfisternci; - 

Enter Phtlip and CoiiKKLiA; 
Philip. Amongst the test of nnne extremis triwhaps/ 
I find my fortune not the least in thii^, 
That I have kept ray master compaftj^, 
Both in his life, ana at his latest hour^ 
Pompey the great, whom! have honoured 
With true devotion, both ali^ and dead;* 

One self-same ship containM us, whea' I iMgm 
The murdering Egyptians bereave his life i 
And when the man that had'afright the earth, 
Did homage to it wifth his dearest blood ; 
O'er whom I shed full many a bitter teat/ 
And did perform his exequie^i with sighs : 
And on the strand upon the riVer side 
(Where to my sighs the waters seemed to turn) 
1 wove a comn for his corse, of seggs^, 
That with the wind did wave like banneretB^ 
And laid his body to be bum'd thereon ; 
Whichy when it was consumed, I kindly' to6k, 
And sadly clos'd within an earthisn urn 
The ashy reliques of his hapless bones ; 
Which having 'scap'd the rage of wind and sea^ 
1 bring to fair Cornelia, to interr 
Within his elders tomb that honour'd her. 

ComeUa, Ah me 1 what see I ? 

PhU^). Pompey's tender boMes, 

Which (in extremes) an earthen urn oonttdnith. 

Cornelia. O sweet, dear, depl^Vable chid«ti ? 
O miserable woman) livings dying! 
O poor Comcfia ! born to be disttfKls'A,' 
Why liv'st thou totW, that (deftd)'toigta;^rlte at rest? 
faithless hands, that under eU>8^ or love 

' M!g|i*1 i« <• Hedges. S. 
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Did entettain him, ta torment him so f 
O barbarous, inhuman, hateful traitors! 
This your disloyal dealing hath defam'd 
Your king, and. his inhospitable seat, 
Of the extreamest and most odious crime; 
That 'gainst the heavens might be imagined. 
For ye have basely broke the law of arms; 
And out-rag^d over an afflicted soul ; 
Murder'd a man that did submit himself. 
And injur'd him that ever us'd you kindly. 
For which misdeed, be Egypt pestered 
With battle, famine, and perpetual plagues ! 
Let aspics, serpents, snakes, and Libyan bears, 
Tigers, and lions, breed with' you for ever ! 
And let fair Nilus (wont to nurse your com) 
Cover your land with toads and crocodiles. 
That may infect, devour, and murder youl 
Else earth make way, and hell receive them quick, 
A hateful race, 'mongst whom there doth abide 
All treason, luxury, and homicide. 

PhUip. Cease these laments. 

Cornelia. I do but what I ought 

To mourn his death. 

PhUip, , Alas ! that profits nought. 

Corned. Will beaveti let. treason be unpunished f 

Philip. Heavens will perform what they have prt>- 
mised. 

Cornelia.* I fear the heaveas will not hear our prayer. 

Philip, The plaints oC« men^ oppressed do pierce the 
air. 

Cornelia. Yet Ctfesar liveth still. 

PkiUp^ *^ Due punishment 

'^ Succeeds not always after an offence r 
'^ Foroftenthne&'^tiafor'Our chastisement 
'^ That heaven doth with wicked mea dispense; 
" That, when they;.list,.they may with: usary^ 
'* For all misdeeaapay home the penalty." 

Cornelia. This is the hope that feeds my hapless days, 
Else had my life been long ago expired. 
I trust the gods, that see our hourly. wrongs, 
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Will fire his sham^ul body with their flames; 
Except some man (resoWed) shall concludey 
With Cesar's death to end our servitude. ♦ ' 

Else (god to fore) my self may live to see 
His tired corse lie toiling in his blood: 
Gor'd with a thousand stabs, and round about 
The wronged people leap for inward joy. 
And then come Murder; then come ugly Death; 
Then, Lethe, open thine infernal lake, 
Pll down with joy : because before I dy'd. 
Mine eyes have seen what I in heart desir'd. 
Pompey may not revive, and (Pompey dead) 
Let me but see the murdVer murdered. 

FhiUp: Cflesar bewail'd his death. 

Cornelia, His death he moum'd, 
Whom while he liv'd, to live-like him he scom'd;. 

Philip. He puni^ed his murd'rers. 

X^omelia. Who murder'dhim, 
But he that followed Pompey with the sword ? 
He murder*d Pompey that pursu'd his death. 
And cast the plot to catch him in the trap. 
He that of his departure took the spoil, 
Whose fell ambition (founded first m blood) ; 
By nought but Pompey *s life could be withstood. 

PhUip. Photin and false Achillas he behBaded< 

Cornelia. That was, because that Pompey being, their} 
friend, 
They had deterroin'd once of Csssar's end. 

Philip, What got he by his death ? 

Cornelia, Supremacy. 

Philip, Yet Ccesar speaks of Pompey honourably. 

Cornelia, Words are but wind, nor meant he what he 
spoke. 

Philip. He will not let his ^ statues 1x> be broke. 

Cornelia. By which disguise (whatever he dothr pre- 
tend) 
His own from being broke he doth defend : 

*• — ttatws,'] See Sueionius Jul. c« T5. S. P. ' 
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And by the ttains wherewith ke us allures. 
His own estate more firmly he assures. 

Philip. He took no pleasure in his deaths you see. 

Cornelia, Because himself of life did not b^ctave him. 

Philip. Nay, he was mov*d with former amity. 

Cornelia. He never trusted him but ta deceive him. 
But, had he lov'd him with a love unfeign'd, 
Yet had it been a vain and trustless league : 
*' For there is nothing in the soul of man 

So firmly grounded, as can qualify 

Th' inextinguishable thirst of signiory. 
'' Not heaven's fear, nor country's sacred love, 
'^ Not ancient laws, nor nuptial chaste desire, 
^* Respect of blood, or (that which most iriioiild move,) 
** The inward zeal that nature doth require : 

All these, nor any thing we can devise, 

Can stop the heart resolv'd to tyrannize. 

Philip. I fear your griefs increase with this discourse. 

Cornelia* My griefs are such, as hardly can be worse. 

PhiUp. '' Time calmeth all things.^' 

ComelicL^ No time qualifies 
My doleful spirit's endless miseries* 
My grief is like a rock, whence ceaseless strain 
Fresh springs of water at my weeping eyes. 
Still fed by thoughts, like floods with wmter's rain : 
Pof when, to ease th' oppression of my hearty 
I breathe an autumn fortn of fiery sighs, 
Yet herewithall my passion neither dies, 
Nor drys the heat the moisture of mine eyes. 

PhiUp. Can nothing then recure these endless tears? 

Cornelia. Yes, news of Csesar's death that medicine 
- bears. 

PhiUp. Madam, beware ; for, should he hear of this. 
His wrath against you 'twill exasperate. 

ComeUa. I neither stand in fear of him nor his. 

Philip. 'Tis policy to fear a powerful hfitte. 

ComeUa. What can he do ? 

Philip. Madam, what cannot men 

That have the power to do what pleasetk them ? 
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CarHelia. He can do me no mischief that I dread. 
Philip. Yes, cause your death. 
ComeUa. Thrice happy were I dead. 

Phmp. With rigorous torments — 
ComeUa. Let him torture me, 

Poll me in pieces, famish, fire me up, 
Fling me alive into a lion's den; 
There is no death so hard torments me so, ' 

As his extreme triumphing in our woe* 

But if he will torment me, let him then 
Deprive me wholly of the hope of death ; 
For I had died before the fall of Rome, 
And slept with Pompey in the peaceful deeps. 
Save that I live in hope to see ere .long 
That jCsBsar's death shall satisfy his wrong. 

Chorus. Fortune in power imperious, 
Us'd o'er the world and worldlings .thus 

to tyrannize, 
When she hath heap'd her gifts on us, 

away she flies. 
Her feet more swift than is the wind. 
Are more iniconstant in. their kind 

than autumn's blasts ; 
A woman's shape, a woman's mind, 

that seldom lasts. 
One while she bends her angry brow. 
And of no labour will allow : 

Another while 
She fleers again, I know not Jiow, 

still to beguile. 
Fickle in our adversities. 
And fickle when our fortunes rise, 

she scoffs at us ; 
That (blind herself) can.blear pur eyes, 

to trust her thus. 
The sun that lends. the. earth his light. 
Beheld her never over-night 

lie calmly down. 
But in the morning following,. might 

perceive her frown. 

VOI^ II. T 
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She hath not only power and will, 
T' abuse the vulgar wanting skill ; 

but when she list, 
To kings and clowns doth equal ill, 

without resist. 
Mischance, that evety ittan abhors. 
And cares for crowned feiti|teror8 

she do&k reserve. 
As for the poorest labourers, ' 

that work or starve. 
The merchant, thaffor pritate'i^n 
Doth send his ships to pass theinain, 

' upon the isfaore. 
In hope he shall his widi clHain, 

doth tfaeeadoie. 
Upon the sea, or on the land, ^ 
W here health or w^dtk, '0t vines da stand, 

thou canst do much. 
And often help'st the helpless* band ; 

thy power is such. 
And many times (disposed to-iest) 
'Gainst one whose pow«r anet'^atts^ is best^ 

(thy power to try,) 
To him that ne'er pitt spear in Miit/ 

giv'st victory. 
For so the Libyamnodarehy, "■ 
That with Ausonian blood oki 'dy^ 

our warlike field. 

To one that ne'er got vietoiy; ' 

was urg'd to yield. 
So noble Marius, Arpin's friend. 
That did the Latin stable defend* 

from Cymbrian rage. 
Did prove thy fury in'thd eiid, 

which nought could swi^. 
And Pompey, whoso dayis faa^ led. 
So long thou seem'dst t^hsPiT^ftivourod 

in vaitty 'tis said. 
When the Pharsalihfa Add teledy 

implor'd thine aid. 
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Now Cssar, swoln with honour's beat, 
Site signiorizing in her seat^ 

and will not see 
That Fortune can her hopes defeat^ 

whatever they be. 
From chance is nothing franehised ; • 
And till the time that ^^y are dead, 



He only, that no death doth dread, 



isfid manblMf^ 
doth li?eatreit.' 
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ACT IV. 

Cassius, Dboim Brutus. 

Ccusius. Accursed Rome, that arm'st against thy self 
A tyrant's rage, and mak'st a wretch thy king. 
For one man's pleasure*(0 injurious Rome) 
Thy children '^ost thy children thou hast arm'd ; 
And tbbik'st n6t of the rivers of their blood, 
That erst were ished to saTe thy liberty, ' 
Because thou erer faatedst moniarchy. ' 

Now o'er our bodies (tumbled up on heaps. 
Like cocks of hay when July shears the field) 
Thou build'st thy kin^om, and thoa'seal^st thy king. 
And to be servile (which torments me most) 
Employest our lives, and iavishest bur blood. 
O Rome, accursed Borne, thoumurd'resttnr,' 
And massacrest th3fself in yielding thus. 

Tet are there goi^, yet is there heaven aiid earth, 
That seem to fear a certain Thunderer? 
No no, there are no gods; or if them be. 
They leave to see into the world's afiaks;' 
They care not for us, not account of met, 
For what we see is ^ne, is done by Ghaaoe. 
'Tis Fortune rules, for equity and right 
Have nrither help nor mc^ in heaven's sight. 

Scipio hath wrencVd a sword into his'^breast, 
And miindh;dlus bleeding wound into the sea. 
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Undaunted Cato tore his intrafls out 
Afiranius and Faustus murder'd d/<l.' 
Juba and Petreus, fiercely combatin^y 
Have each done other equal violence. 
Our army's broken, and the Lib3^n bears 
Devour the bodies of our citizens. 
The conquering tyrant, high in Fortune's g^ace, 
Doth ride triumphing o'er our common-wealth ; 
And mournful we behold him bravely mounted 
(With stern looks) in his chariot, where he leads 
The conquered honour of the people yok'd. 
So Rome to Csesar yields both power and pelf. 
And o'er Rome Ceesar reigns in Rome itself. 

But, Brutus, shall we dissolutely sit, 
And see the tyrant live to tyrannize ? . , 
Or shall their ghosts that dy'd to do us good, 
'Plain in thieir tombs of our base cowardice ? 
Shall lamed soldiers, and grave grey-hair'd men,' 
Point at us in their bitter tears, and say, . 
See where they, go that have their race forgot ! 
And rather, chuse (unarm'd) to serve with shame, 
Than (arm'd) to save their freedom and their fame? • • 

Brutus. I swear by heaven, the Immortals highest 
throne. 
Their temples, altars, and their ima^s, 
To see (for one) that Brutus, suffer not 
His ancient liberty to be . repress'd. 
I freely march'd with Ceesar in his wars, 
Not to be subject,', but .to aid his right. 
But if (enyenom'd with ambitious' thoughts) 
He lift his hand imperiously o'er us; 
If he determiile but to reign in Rome, 
Or follow'd Ppmpey biit to thisefiect; 
Or if (these ciyil discords now dissolv'd) 
He render not. the empire back to Rome ; 
Then shall he see, that Brutus, thislday beard 
The self-same arms to. be ayeti^'d on him ; 
And that.this hand (though Cceaar blood 'abhor) 
Shall toil in: his, which I^am sorry for. 

I love, I love him dearly, •? But thefove 
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" That mea^their country and their birth-right bear^ 

'^ Exceeds all loves ; and deltrer is by far 

** Our country's lore, than friendd or children are.'' 

Cassius. If this brave care be nourish'd in your bloody 
Or if so frank a will your soul possess, 
Why haste we not, even while these words are utter'd, 
To sheathe, our new-ground swords in Cesar's throat ? 
Why spend we day-light, and why dies he not, 
That, by his death, we wretches may revive ? 
We stay too long, I burn till I be there 
To see this massacre, and send. his ghost 
To theirs, whomXsubtilly) h6 for monlupehy 
Made, fight to death with show of liberty. 

Sruius. Yet haply he (as Sylla whilom did) 
When he hath rooted^ civil war from Ron^e, 
Will therewithall discharge the power he hath. 
> Cassku, . Ceesar .and Sylla, Brutus, . be not like. 
Sylla (assaulted by the enemy) 
Did arm himself (but in his own, defence) 
.^Igainst both Cinna's host and Marius; 
Whom when he had discomfited and chas^d^ 
And of his safety throughly was assured. 
He laid apart the power tluit he had got. 
And. gave up rule, for he desir'd it not. 

Where CsBsar, ^at in silence might have slept^ 
Nor urg'd by aught but hi^ ambition. 
Did break into, the heart of Italy ; 
And like, rude Brennua: brought his men, tO: field, 
Travers'd the seas, and shortiy after (back'd 
With winter'd\soldiers us'd to conquering,) 
He aim'd at us, bent to exterminate 
Who ever sought to intercept his state : 
Now, having got what he hath gaped for, 
(Dear Brutus) think you Ccesar such a child> 
Slightly to part with so great signiory ? 
Believe it not, he bought it dear, you.know, 
And travelled too far to leave it so. 

Brutus. But^ Cassius, Ceesar is not yet a king* 

Cassius. No/ b](it dictator, in efiect as much. 
He dotd ^ha( pkaseth him, a princely thing. 
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And wheiein differ they whose power is such ? 

Brutus. He is not bloody. 

Cofitut. But by bloody jars 
He hath unpeopled most part of the earths 
Both Gaul and Afr iek perish'd by his waMv 
Egypt, Emathia, Italy and Spain, 
Are full of dead mensbones by Ceesar stain* 
Th'infectiovs pk^e, and famine's b^tiemess^ i 
Or th' ocean (whom no pity oan asswage) 
Though they contain dead bodies numberless, 

Are yet inferior toOeBsar'e rage; - * 

Who (mon8ter-4ike) with his aibbition, 

Hath left more tombs than ground to lay them on< 

Brutus. Soldiers with su^ feproaoh ^ihould not be 
blam d» " •• 

Cassius. He with his soldtfffs hath himself HleiAm^d. 

Brutus. Why 4heu you think there i» no praise in 
war. V 

Cassius. Yes, where the eauses reasonable ^are^ 

Brutus. He hath enrich'd tho em^re mih new statM. 

Cassius. Which with ambttioii*now he ruinates. 

Brutus. He hath reireng'd theOauls old injury, * 
And made them sulnect toour Ron^n 4awe*^ • 

Cassius. The Mst&ll Akaains^ with his cruelty, 
He rashly stirr^ agamst us without -tense ; 
And hazarded our 4»ty and ourselves 
Against a harmless natioti, kindly given ; 
To whom we should-do well (lor som» amends) 
To render hiol, atidreeogcile old fiiendSi • * 
These nationa.didhp purposely pisovoke, - - 
To make an army fee his-after-^aid- 
Against the Romans^^ whom in policy ^ 

He train'd in *war to steal their- signiory* 

** Like them that (stiiving at th' Olympian sports^ 
** To grace themsekes,,with honoufi of the game) 
** Anoint their sinews fit for wrestling, 
** And (ere they enter) use some eacerdse.'' 

The Gauls were but a fore-game fotch'd about 
For civil discord^ wrought by Ceesar's sleights } 
Whom (to be king himself) he soon remov'd ; 
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Teaching a people hatiog serYitttde, 

To fight for that that did their deaths condude. 

Brutus. The wars once ended, we shall quickly know. 
Whether he will restore the state or no. 

Casdus4 No, Brutus, never look to see that day, 
For Ceesar holdeth signiory too dear^ 
But know, while Cassias hath one drop of blodd. 
To feed this worthless body that you see, 
What reck I death to do so many good ? 
In spite of Ceesar, Cassins will be free. 

Brutus* A generous, or true ennobled spirit 
Detests to learn what tastes of servitude. 

Casnus. Brutus, I cannot serve, nor see Rome y<>k'd ; 
No, let me rather die a thousand deaths. 
*^ The stiff-neck'd horses champ not on the bit, 
** Nor meekly bear the rider but by force : 
'^ The sturdy oxen toil not at the plough, 
'' Nor yield unto the yoke, but by constraint.'' 
Shall we then, that are men, and Romans bom, 
Submit us to unurged slatery ? 
Shall Rome, that hath so many over-thrown, 
Now make herself a subject to her own? 

O base ind^nity l> A beardless youth, > 
Whom king Nioomedes could over-breach. 
Commands the world, and bridleth all the 6&irth, 
And like a prince controuls die ttopudMltsi « 
Brave Roman soldiers, stern-born sons of Mars^ 
And none, not one, that dares to uttdertdte -* 
The intercepting of his tyranny. 
O Brutus speakJ say, Servilius ! ' . 
^ Why cry you, ayme I and see us used thus? 

^ Why cry you, ayme f}laih» form^y editilob, Mr.' t)l64^ey had 
sobfltitated, instead of the wofds in the teif, ^Jfo^, o^ ^'' the 
alteration wa«, howeter, ibtirely tumecesdStry. *r6 cfy^fl|KWe, flig- 
nified, as Dr. Waiburton observes, to cdtUent to, or app/twe cf any 
thing, " The phrase was tUKen originally ftda archery. When 
" any one had challenged another to shoot lit the bntts (the per* 
" petnal dhrereion, as ireU as exercise of that tbne), ^ staa<^- 
'' by used to say oae to the ether, cry aim, !• e. accept the disl- 
" lenge." See Dr. Wariwrton's Note on Mtrty Wim cf TTifcdiof , 
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But Brutus lives,, and sees, and knows, and feelr, 
That there is one that curbs their country's weal. 
Yet (as he were the semblance, not the soft 
Of noble Brutus, his great grandfather) 
As if he wanted hands, sense, sight, or heitrt, 
He doth, deyiseth, sees, nor dareth aught, « 
That may extirp or raze these tyrannies. 
Nor aught doth Brutus that to Brute belongs, 
But still increaseth by his n^ligence. 
His own disgrace, and Ceesar's violence. 

The wrong is great, and over-long endur'd ; 
We should have practised, conspired; conjured 
A thousand ways and weapons to repress 
Or kill out-right this cause of our distress. 

Chorus. Who prodigally, spends his blood. 
Bravely to do his country good> 
And liveth to no other end, 
But resolutely to attempt 
What may the innocent defend, 
And bloody tyrants rage prevent: 



A. f . S. 3. where he has produced several examples of the use of 
the phrase. Dr. Johnson says, " I once thought that it was bor* 
" rowed from archery; and that aim/ having been the word of 
** command, as we now say, present ! to cry aim, had been to in- 
** cite notice, or raise attention. But I rawer think, that the old 
<< word of applause was J* aime, I love it, and that to appland was 
" to cry J* axme, which the English, not easily proneundng /I, 
" sunk uto axme or aim^* Mr. Steevens £9 of opinion, that Dr. 
Johnson's first thought is best. See Notes on King John, A. 2. 
S. 1. To the several instances produced by these gentlemen, the 
following may be added : 

Middleton and Rowley's Fair Quarrel, A.I. S. 1j 

" How now, Gallants 1 

" Beleeve me then, I must give aime no longer." 
Beaumont and Fletcher's False One, A. 5. S. 4. JBdit 1778 : 

" ^y Venus, not a kiss 

" 'lill our work be done ! The Suitors once dispaAdi*d. 

" To it, and we'll cry otm." 
It is remarkabte,. that Mr. Seward had made the' tame alteration 
in the last passage^ and c6nse<quently fallen into the same mistake 
as Bir. Dodsley nad'in the text. 



ACT IV.J COIMISLIA* 231 

And he that, in his soul assur!d^ 
Hath water's force and firc'endur'dy 
And past the pikes of thousand hosts. 
To free the earth from tyranny., 
And fearless scours on dang'rous coasts^ 
T enlarge his country's liberty : 

Were all the world his foes before. 
Now shall they love him evermote. 
His glory spread abroad by Fame, 
On wings of his posterity. 
From obscure death shall free his name. 
To live in endless memory. 

All after-ages shall adore. 
And honour him with hymns therefore. 
Yearly the youth for joy shall bring 
The fairest flowers that grow in Rome ; 
And yearly in the summer sing. 
O'er his heroic kingly tomb. 

For so the two Athenians, 
That from their fellow-citizens 
Did freely chase vile servitude. 
Shall live for valiant prowess blest; 
No sepulchre shall e'er exclude 
Their glory, equal with the best. 

But when the vulgar, mad and rude. 
Repay good with ingratitade. 
Hardly then they them reward. 
That to free them from the hands 
Of a tyrant, ne'er regard 
In what plight their person stands. 

For high Jove, that guideth all. 
When he lets his just wrath fall. 
To revenge proud diadems, 
With huge cares did cross kings lives, 
Rttismgr treasons' in their realms, 
By their children^ friends, or wives; 
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Therefore he whom all men fMtr, 
Feareth all men every where* 
Fear, that doth engendet hate, 
(Hate enforcing them thercfto) 
Maketh many undertake. 
Many things they would not do. ' 

O how many mighty kings 

Live in fear of petty things ! 

For when kings have sought by wars 

Stranger towns to have o'erthrown, 

Thejr have caught desenred 8cars> 

Seeking that was not their own* 

For no tvrant commonly. 

Living ill, can kindly die; 

But either traiterously surpriz'd 

Doth coward poison ^ quail their ^l^reath, 

Or their people have devis'd, 

Or their guard to seek their death'. 

He only lives most happily, 

That, free and far from majesty, 

Can Jive content, although unknown ; 

He fearing none, none fearing hnu, " "-" 

Meddling with nothing but his Own', 

While gazing eyes at crowns grow dim. 

Enter Casar and Mark Antokt. 
Casar. O Rome, that With thy pride dost over^pew 
The worthiest cities of the conquer'd world ; 
Whose honour got by famous victoriesi 
Hath filPd heaven's fiery vaults with frightful horror! 
O loft^ towers I O stately battlements ! 
O glorious temples! O proud palaces! 
And you brave walls, bright heaven's masonry, 
Grac d with a thousand kingly diadems i 
Are ye not stirred with a strange delight, 
To see your Csesar's matchless victories? 

^ — quaiQ See Note aa Tancnd and Gimufid, p. ISO. The 
word here has a difiezent sense from the foxmer. it i^pidiies to 
fueU or overcome* 
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u ~ . 

And how your empire and yxmt praine begins 
Through famey which he of stranger nations wins? 

O beauteous Tiber^ with thine easy etreams. 
That glide as smoothly as a ParthiaA shall I 
^ Turn not thy crispy tides like silver curl. 
Back to thy grass-green banks to welcome uS ; 
And with -a gentle murmur haste to tell 
The foaming seas the honour of our fight ? 
Trudge not thy stteams to Triton's mariners. 
To bruit the praises of owr conquests past ? 
And make their yaunts to old Oceanus^ 
That hencefiwth Tiber shall salute the seas. 
More fam'd than Tiger or fair Euphrates? 

Now all the world (well«ntgh) doth stoop to Rome. 
The sea, the earth, and all is almost ours. 
Be't where the bright sun with his neighbour beams 
Doth early light the pearled Indians, 
Or where his chariot stays to stop the day, 
Till heaven unkrak the darkness of the night. 
Be't where the sea is wrapt in crystal ice. 
Or where the summer doth but warm the earth. 
Or here, or there, where is not Rome renown'd ? 
There lives no king (how great soe'er he be) 
But trembleth if he once but heat of me. 

Ceesar is now earth's fame, and Fortune's terror. 
And Caesar's worth hath stain'd old soldiers praises. 
Rome, speak no more of either Soipio, 
Nor of tne Fabii, or Fabritians ; 

Here let the Decii and their glory die^ 

Csesar hath tam'd more nations, ta'en more towns, 
And fought more battles than the best of thetid. 
Caesar doth triumph over all the world, 

* Turn fwt thy crispy tidii] Critpy ia eurling, 80^ in Slisk* 
Bpeaze't Henry IV, A. 1. S. J^c * . 

" Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink, 

" Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood ; 

'^ Who then, affirighted with tM^ bloody looks, 

" Ran feaifally among ^e tnonbling reeds, 

" And hid his critp head in the hollow bank, 

" Blood Btidnfed mih these valiant combatants." 

See Mr. Stsevens's Note on this passage. 
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And all ihey -scarcely conquered a nook. 

The GauUj ,that came to Tiber to carouse. 

Did liv^ to, see my soldiers drink, at Loire .; 

And those brave .Germans, true-born martialistSy 

Beheld the^swift Rhine under-run mine ensi^s. 

The Britains (lock'd :vrithin a wat'ry realm, 

And wall'd by Neptune) stoopt to me at last. . 

The faithless Moor, the fierce Numidian, 

Th* earth, that the Euxine sea makes sometimesmardi, 

The stony-hearted people that inhabit 

Where sevenfold Nilus doth disgorge itself. 

Have all b^en,urg'd to yield to my command; 

Yea, even this city, ^that h^th almost made 

An .^universal conquest of the world; 

And that brave warrior, my brotherTin-law, 

That, ill-advis'd, repined at my glory ; ' 

Pompey, that second Mars, whose ^ haught' renown. 

And noble deeds, .were greater than his fortunes, 

Prov'd to .his loss but even in one. assault, 

My hand, my hap, my. heart exceeded his. 

When the Thessalian .fields were purpled o^ 

With either army's miirder'd soldiers, gore ; 

When he (to conquering accustomed) 

Did (conquered) fly, his troops discomfited. 

Now Scipio, that long'd. to shew himself 
Descent of African, (so. fam'd for arms), 
He durst afiront^me ; and my. warlike, bands 
Upon the coasts of Lyl^ia, till he lost 
His scattered army:: and, tO; shun the > scorn 
Of beiiig taken; captive, ;kiird himself. 

Nbw,:dierefore, let us triumph, Antony; 
And rendering thanks to'heaven as we.gd. 
For bridling those that did malign our glory. 
Let's to the Capitol. 

Antony, Come on, brave Ciesar, 

^ — haught] TbiBwordis common to maiiy.writexs. . AsShak- 
speare'6 Third Part of Henny F/. A..S. S. 1 : 
" — The proud insulting, queen^ 
" With Clifford, and the Aati^fttNprtliumberlaDd." 
, See seveoral examples in Mr. Steerensfsxlote on the Uurt passage. 
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And crown thy head, wad mount thy chariot; 
Th' impatient people ran along the streiets. 
And in a rout against thy gates they rush, 
To see their Ceesar, after dangers past, 
Made conqueror and emperor at last. 

Casar. I call to witness heaven's grieat Thunderer> 
That 'gainst my will I have maintained this war^ 
Nor thirsted I for conquests hought with blood* 
I joy not in the death of citizens ; 
But through my self-will'd enemies despite^ 
And Romans wrong, was I constrained to fight* 

Antony, They sought t' eclipse thy fame, but destiny 
Revers'd th' enect of their ambition; 
And Caesar's praise, increas'd by their disgrace. 
That reck'd not of his virtuous deeds. But thus 
We see it fareth with the envious. 

Casar, I hever had the thought to injure them^ 
Howbeit I never meant my greatness should 
By any other's greatness be b'er-rul'd. 
For as I am inferior to none, 
'So can I su£Per no superiors. 

Antony. Well, Ctesar, now they are discomfited: 
And crows aire feasted with their carcases ; 
And yet I fear you have too kindly sav'd 
lliose, that your kindness hardly will requite. 

Casar. Why Antotiy, what would yOu wish me de ? 
Now shall you see that they will pack to Spain, 
And (joined witK the exWes there encamp) 
Until th' ill spirit that doth them defend, 
Do bring their treasons tpa bloody end. 

Antony. I fear not those that to their weapons fly, 
And keep their state in Spain, in Spain to die. 

'C(Bsdr. Whom fear'st thou then, Mark Antoiw t 

Antony. The hateral crew, 

That, wanting power in £eld to conquer you> 
Have in their coward souls devised snares 
To murder thee, and take thee it uhwares.. 

Casar. Will those conspire my death that live by ^ 
me? • 

Antony. In conqul^ii' foes ^what brecKt c4n th«Ve be? 
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Qsior, Besides their livety I did their goods restore. 

Antatiy. O but their country's good concerns them 
more. 

Casar, What think they me to be their ooimtry's 
foe? 

Antony n ^ No^ but that thoii nsurp'st the right tlfey 
owe. 

Casan To Rome have I submitted mighty things. 

Antony. Yet Rome endures not the command of 
kings. 

Casar, Who dares to contradict our ^empory ? 

Antony* Those whom thy rule hath robb'd of liberty. 

Casar, I fear them not whose death is but deferred. 

Antony, I fear my foe until he be interr'd. 

C4B8ar, A man may make his foe his friend, you know. 

Antony, A man may easier make his friend his foe. 

Cie«#r. Good deeds the cruel'st heart to Idndness 
bring. 

Antony. But resolution is a deadly thing. 

Casar. If citizens my kindness have forgot» '- 
Whom shall I then not fear? . 

Antot^y. Those that are noit.^^^ 

Qssar. What^ shall I slay then all that I suspect ? 

Antony. Else cannot Ccssar's ^^empory^endure. 

Casar, Rather I will my life and all neglect. 
Nor labour I my yain life to assure ; 
But so to die, as dying I may live. 
And leaving off thisisartbly tomb of mine, 
Ascend to heaven upon m|^ winged deeds. 
And shall I not h^ye lived long enough^ 

fNo, but th&t thott mutp'f^ tHHgkt they awe.'] That U, thf righi 
they own or possess. Spj, in i^ Virgin Martyr, by Maasiiiger iind 
Dekker, A.2. S.2: 

" Sir ; he is more indebted 
" To you for praise^ lHan you to him thfit owes it," 
OtheUo,A.S.S.3: 

" — Not poppy nor mandn^i&> -t 

** Nor all the drowsy syrups of l^e worl4f ... 
" teiall ever med'dne diee to that sweet sleep - 
«< Which thou oit^dst yesterday." 
** --* Mnpory] JSe4 Note ^1. A».#* p. MBf 
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That in so short a time am so much fian*d 7 

Can I too soon go taste Cocytus' flood ? 

No, Antony, death cannot injure us, , . 

" For he lives long, that diies victorious/* 

Antony. Thy praises show thy life is long enough» 
But for thy friends and country all lob short. 
Should CsBsar live as long as Neslx^r did. 
Yet Rome may wish his life eternized. 

Casar, Heaven sets our time, with heaven may 
nought dispense. 

AnUmy. But we may shorten time with oTegligence. 

CUuar. But Fortune and the heaven^ have care of us. 

Antony. Fortune is fick)e» heaven imperious. 

Cissar. What shall I then do ? ^ ; 

Antony* As befits your state, 

Maintain a watchful guard aboyt your gate, 

C^uar. What more assurance may our state defend^ 
Than love of those that do on us attend? 

Antony, There is no hatred more, if it be moy'd, 
Than theirs whom we offend, and once beloVd. ' 

Qesar. Better it is to die than be suspicious. 

Antony* Tis wisdom yet not to be credulous. ' - 

Oftar. The quiet life that carelesly is led, 
Is not alonely happy in this Krorld, * 
But death itself doth sometime pleasure ua* 
That death that comes unseiit for or unseen, * 
And suddenly doth take lA at unware, ' 
Methinks is sweetest ; and, if heaven. w<^ie pleas'd, 
I could desire that 1 might die so welK 
The fear of eyil doth afflict us more, 
Than th' evil itself, though it be oe'^r so sore* 

A Chorus of Casar's Friends, 

O fair sun, that gently smiles 
From the orient-pearled isles, . 
Gilding these our gladsome days. . j 
With &e beauty of thy rays : 

Free fro* rage of civil strife. 
Long preserve our Ceesar'sjife, 



288 CORKKLii^. [act IV. 

That from sable Africk brings 
Conquests^ whereof Europe rings. 

And fair Venus, thou of whom 
The iBneades are come. 
Henceforth vary not thy grace, 
From lulus' happy race. 

Rather cause thy dearest son,. 
By his triumphs new begun. 
To expel fro' forth the land ^ 

I^ierce war's quenchless fire-brand. 

That of care acquitting us, 
(Who at last adore him thus) 
He a peaceful star appear, 
From our walls all woes to clear. 

And so let his warlike brows 
Still be deck'd with laurel boughs,. 
And his statues newly set 
With many a fresh-flower'd coronet. 

So in every place let be 

Feasts, and masks, and mirful glee, 

Strewing rose^ in the street^ 

When their emperor they meet. , r 

He his foes hath conquered. 
Never leaving till they fled. 
And (abhorring blood) at last 
Pardon'd all offences past. 

'^ For high Jove the heavens among, 
" (Their support that suffer wrong) 
** Doth oppose' himself again 
^* Bloody-minded cruel men« 

" For he shorteneth their 4ays, 
<< Or prolongs them with dispraise : 
" Or (his greater wrath to .show) 
" Gives them over to their foe/' 

Ccesar, a citizen so wrong'd 
Of die honour him belong'd^ 
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To defend himself from hanns^ 
Was enforced to take up ar^s. 

For he saw that envy's dart, 
(Pricking stili their poisoned heart, 
For his sudden glpry got) 
Made his envioi^g |p0 ao hot. 

Wicked envy feeding stUl, 
Foolish those that do thy will ; 
For thy poisons in them pour 
Sundry passions every hoar. 

And to choler doth convert, 
Purest blood about the )i^art, 
Which (o'er-flowing pf their breast) 
Suff'redi nothing to dijg;^t. 

" Other mens propp^|^^|ty, 

** Is their infelicity ; 

'* And their choler then is r^ju^'d 

** When they hear aQpther pf^^s'd. 

*^ Neither Phosbus' fairest eye, 
'' Feasts, nor friendly company, 
** Mirth, or whatsoe'er it be, 
*' With their humour can a^vee. 

" Day or night they never rest 
*' Spiteful hate ^o pecks their breast. 
*^ Pinching their perplexed lungs, 
" With her fiery poisoned tongues. 

^^ Fire-brands in their breasts they b^^Ti 
'^ As if Tisiphon were there. 
** And their souls are pierc'd as sore 
*' As Prometheus*,gho9t, ^^d vf^Qve. 

** Wretches, they are woe^be^ne*', 
<< For their wound is dways one. 
*' Nor hath Charon poi|rer or ski|l 
** To recure them of their ill.** 



t'begoni] Far gene in wee. Dr. Wsiburton observes, 
" Hus word was commoii enough lusiongst llie old Scottish and 
" English poets, as G. Douglas, Qiaucer, Lord BucUrorst, Fairfax." 

▼OL. IX. ^ 
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ACT V. 



MESSEKOEBy OOEKELIA, CHORUS* 

Mtstenger. Unhappy man ! amongst so many wracks 
As I havt suffer'd boUi by land and sea, 
That scornful destiny denies my death. 
Oft have I seen the ends of mightier men, 
Whose coats of steel base death hath stpln into ; 
And in this direful war before mine eyes, 
Beheld their corses scatter*d on the plains, 
And endless numbers falling by my side ; 
Nor those ignoble, but the noblest lords. 
'Mongst whom above the rest that moves me most, 
Scipio (my dearest master) is deceased ; 
Ana death, that sees the nobles blood so rife, 
Full gorged triumphs, and disdains my life. 

CarneUa. We are undone. 

Chorus. Scipio hath lost the day; 
But hope the best, and hearken to his news. 

Cornelia. O cruel fortune I 

Messenger. These misfortunes yet 
Must I report to sad Cornelia ; 
Whose ceaseless grief (which I am sorry for) 
Will aggravate my former misery. 

ComeUa. Wretch that I am, why leave I not tlie 
world ? 
Or wherefore am I not already dead ? 
O world I O wretch ! 

Chorus. Is this th' undaunted heart 
Tliat is required in extremities ? 
Be more confirmed. And, madam, let not grief 
Abuse your wisdom like a vulgar wit. 
Haply the news is better than the noise v 

See Notes on Second Part Henry TV. A. 1* S. 1. by him and Air. 
Steerens. 

Again, firamoB's Pram afFolie, Sign. £ 3 : — " as who before 
" represented a Kinge, being dodied all in purpre havynge no 
" more but shifted hymselfe a litle, shoidde shew hymselfe ag«yne 
" lyke a fooo b^on myser." 
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Let's hfar him speak. 

Con»«(ta. O no, for all is lost ! 
Farewell, dear father. 

CAoriM. Me is sav'd perhaps. 

Messeng^^ Melhinks I hear my master's daughter 
speak. 
What sighsi what sobs, what plaints, what passions 
Have we endur'd, Cornelia, for your sake ? 

CorneUa. Where is thine emperor ? 

Messenger. Where our captains are. 
Where are our legions ? where our men at arms ? 
Or where so many of our Roman souls? 
The earth, the sea, the vultures^ and the crows. 
Lions and bears are their best sepulchres. 

Cornelia, O miserable 1 

Chorus. Now I see the heavens 
Are heap'd with rage and horror 'gainst this house. 

Cornelia, O earth ! why ope'st thou not ? 

Chorus. Why wail you so ? 
Assure your self that Scipio bravely dy'd; 
And such a death excels a servile l|fe. 
Saj, messenger; the manner of his end 
Will haply comfort this your discontent. 

Cornelia, Discourse the manner of his hard mishap^ 
And what disastrous accident did break 
So many people, bent so much to fight. 

Messenger. Csesar, that wisely knew his soldiers 
hearts. 
And their desire to be approved in arms. 
Sought nothing more than to encounter us. 
And therefore (faintly skirmishing) in craft, 
Lamely they fought, to draw us further on. 
Oft (to provoke our wary well*taught troops) 
He would attempt the^entrance <m our bars: 
Nay, even our trenches, to our great disgrace, 
And call our soldiers cowards to their fiesce. 

But when he saw his wiles nor bitter words 
Gould draw our captains to endsmger us. 
Coasting «d(mg and following by tlie foot. 
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He thought to tire and weary us fro' iheaee ; 
And got his willing hosts to nuuroh by night. 
With heavy armour on their hardened backs, 
Down to the sea side ; where, sobefoie fair Tbapsos, 
He made his pioneers, poor weary souls. 
The self-same day to dig and cast new trenches. 
And plant strong barricades.; where he enoamp'd, 
Resolv'd by force to hold us hard at work. 
Scipio, no sooner heajrd of his designs. 
But, being afraid to lose so fit a place, 
March'd on t^e sudd^ to the self'^same city ; 
Where few men might do mudi, ¥4iich made him see 
Of what importance such a town would be. 

The fields are spvead^ and aa a konahold camp 
Of creeping emmets in a countvy farm. 
That come to forage when the cold begins. 
Leaving their ci annies to. go search abont. 
Cover the earth so thick, aa scarce we tread. 
But we shall see a thousand of then dcAd. 

Even so our battles scattered cm the sands, 
Did scour the plaixiA in puxsuit of tiie foe. 
One while at Thapsua we begin t' estreoch. 
To ease our army if it should retire ; 
Ajopth^ ?^hi)e we sof% Mj fortk 
And wakeful C^sar, that doth watek our being, 
(When he perceives us marching o'er the pleiii) 
Doth leap for gladness ; and (to n^wdec vow'4) 
Runs to the tent, for fear we should be gone. 
And quickly claps his msty annour oou 

For true it is, that Csssar bimight at first 
An host of men to ACnpk,. meanly an&'d ; 
But such as had bmvo spirita (and ombatiipg) 
Had power and wit t^ nuUce a irretck • kingii 

Well, forth U> field thej|[ nuttebed all a* OMse, 
Except son^ few thai sla^d to guaid thA tzanch* 
Them Caesar soon aad suWly acts in nnk, 

* — before fair Tliapstts,]' Thapsus, 9, Qiarhhne town in AArica^ 
where Caesar deftaibeA ^k» retaata4«of Pompc^ft- avpiy. S. 
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And every regiment warned with a word, 

Bravely to fight for honour of the dmy« 

He shows, that ancient soldierii need not fear 

Them that they had wo oft disordered ; 

Them that fdretaiy dimim'd of death «r fiight ; 

That, tir*d, would ne'er bold ovt, if onoe they see 

That they o'erlaid them in the £rst KSMnih* 

Meanwhile our emperor, at aU points arm'd, 
Whose silver hairs ami honourable ihmt 
Were (warlike) lock'd within a plumed cask, 
In one hand held his targe of steel emboet, 
And in the other grosp'd his couteks*', 
And with a chearfal look surveyed the eamp ; 
Exhorting them to 'diarge,aBd fight like men. 
And to endure what e'er betided them* 

For bow, quoth he, is come that happy day 
Wherein our Country shall approve our love. 
Brave Rothaas know, this is <»e day and hottr, 
That we muit all tivfe free, or fHeiidiy idie ; 
For my part (being an ancient senator) 
An emperor and consul^ I disdaia 
The world should (see me to become a slave. 
rU either conqu^r^ br this sword jmi sea 
(Which brighuy shone) shall iaaik an end of me. 

We fight not^ we, likm thieves, for oilers wealdi ; 
We fight not, we t'tahtrge ohir scant bon&ed ; 
To purchase fame to our posterities, 
By stuffing t>f our tro]^ues in their booBes : 
But 'tis for publick freedom that we fighl^ 
For Rome we fight^ ami those thset fled for fear. 
Nay more, we %ht for safety of oar Mves^ 
Our goods,, our honours, and vna aneieat laws^ 
As for the empire, and the Bximan state^ 
(Due to the victor) Ibereon ruminates 

Think how this day the honounlible darned, 
With blubber'd eyes, abd hasnds tobeav^n «prear'd, 
Sit invocating for us to the gods, 



** — couteUu,'] A cuttelas, courtelas, or short sword for a man at 
armes. Cotgraiv6*6 Dietwnary, voce couUlas, 
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That they will bless our holy purposes. 
Methinks I see poor Rome in horror clad. 
And aged senators in sad discourse. 
Mourn for our sorrows and tlieir servitude. 
Methinks [ iee them (while lamenting thus). 
Their hearts and eyes lie hovering over us. 

On then, brave men, my fellows and Rome's friends, 
To shew, us worthy of our ancestors : 
And let us fight with courage, and conceit 
That we may rest the masters of the field ; 
That this brave tyrant, valiantly beset. 
May perish in the press before our faces ; 
And that his troops (as touch'd with lightning €ain^) 
May by our horse in heaps be overthrown, 
And he (blood- thirsting) wallow in his own. 

This said : His army crying all at once. 
With joyful tokens did applavKl his speech; 
Whose swift shrill noise did pierce into the clouds. 
Like northern winds that beat the horned Alps. 
The clattering armour, buskling as they pacM, 
Rung through the forests with a frightful noise. 
And every echo took the trumpet's clang. 
When (like a tempest raised with whirl-wind's rage) 
They ran at ever-each other hand and foot ; 
Wherewith the dust, as with a darksome cloud, 
Arose, and over-shadow'd horse and man. 
The darts and arrows on their armour glanc'd, 
And with their fall the trembling earth was shaken. 
The air (that thick'ned with their thund'ring cries) 
With pale wan clouds discoloured the sun. 
The fire in sparks fro' forth their armour fiew. 
And, with a duskish yellow, choak'd the heavens. 
The battles lock'd (with bristle pointed spears) 
Do at the half pike freely charge each other, 
And dash togetiier like two lusty bulls. 
That (jealous of some heifer in the herd) 
Run head to head, and (sullen) will not yield,. 
Till, dead or fled, the one forsake the field. 

The shivered launces (rattling in the air) 
Fly forth as thick as motes about the sun ; 



^-4 
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When with their swords (flesh'd wA the former fight) 
They bew their armour, and ihmr cleave their^ cttsks. 
Till streams of blood like rivers nil the downs ; 
That being infected wi&^e stench thereof, 
Surcloys the gronad, and of a champant land 
Makes it a quagmire, where (knee-deep) they stand, 

BloQdrftnrsty Discord, with her snaky hair, 
A ffitadnl hag, with her fire-darting eyes, 
jEUms cross &e squadrons with a sinoaky brand. 
And with her murd*ring whip enoourageth 
The over-forward hands to blood and death* 

Bellona, fired with a quenchless rage. 
Rims up and down, and in the thickest throng 
Cuts, casts the ground, and madding makes a pool, 
Wbich in her rage free passage doth afford. 
That with our blood she may annoint her sword. 

Now we of our side urge them to retreat. 
And now before them we retire as fast. 
As on the Alps^ the sharp nor northeast wind. 
Shaking a pine-tree with her greatest power. 
One while the top doth almost touch the earth. 
And then it riseth with a counterbuff. 
So did the armies press and charge each other, 
With self-same courage, worth, and weapons too ; 
And, prodigal of life for liberty. 
With b:urning hate let each at other fiy. 

Thrice did the comets of the soldiers clear'd, 
Turn to. the standard ta be new suppl/d ; 
And thrice the best of both was fain to breathe ; 
And thrice recomforted they bravely ran. 
And fought as freshly as they first began. 

^ Like two fierce lions fighting in a desert, 

^ — catia,'} Head-pieces or helmets* 

Marston's Sophomsba, A, t. S. 2 : 

** and while our ore-toyrd foe 

" Snores on Lib unlac'd cask, all faint, though proud 
** Through his successiul fight." 

Ibid. S. S :. '' Enter Massinissa in his gorget and shirt, shield, 
" sword, his arme tiansfixt with a dart ; Jugurth followes with his 
" cures and caske" 

The word is generally spelt casques. 

** Ubo fierce /toiu— passant— regardant.] Terms of heraldry. S. 
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To win the lovcS of 4oate fftit lioti«ii» 

When tfaejF tiavt Tiknited tiMff bng^gprown lage^ 

And proy'd each olhM'» force sufi^aent. 

Passant regardant ^fUj th^y tetke ; 

Their jaw*bohC8 dy'd Inth foaming froth and hkidd ; 

Their lungs like sjHuif eai ramoi'd withtn their aides $ 

Their tongues diACOverM^ iuid their taiis hing-lirBiiftg ; 

Till jealous rage (engendered with leat) 

Returns them sbarfMsr set than afi the int t 

And makes them coi^le wfaten they seetiieir pHzt, 

With hristl0d backsy ^nd fire-i^arkUngeyes^ 

Till tir'd or conquer'd^ otte submits or fliea. . 

^ Caesar^ whose king-lifce lodia» like day^Mrigkt slaat^, 
Both Gomfoft and eneottra^ his to fight^ 
March'd throu^ the battle (laying' still aboht him) 
And subtly mai^k'd whose kaaid wis happtcst ; 
Who nicely did but di^ his spear m blood. 
And who more )tMi|;bly smear'd it to his fiat; 
Who staggeHng fell with ereiy ftefaie wm&d^ 
And who (aiore strongly) pa4'd it through the thockedt | 
Him he ^^&am'd» and spur*d^ aild fiU'd wiUi hotroi^ 
As when Alecto ilk the loweet hcH^ . 
Doth breathe Aew heat Within Qrc»le8* breasft^ 
Till outward rage With iikward grief begins 
A fresh remembrance of our foni^ei' stln. 

For then (as if pra^Kik'd #i;lh pricking goods) 
Their watlike armida (last loick'd foot to fooit) 
Stooping their helula low bent to tons tbeir slaves. 
They fi^cely ojpen faotit battkHoniii 



^ Catar, whose fdhg-ltke looks, &rc. 
March'd m^' ihs MiU— 
And subfly mark* d whose hand was happiett; 
Who nicely did but dip his sftur'in biooi, 
And who more roughly smeared it to hisJUt, &c.] 
This speech is in great measuie ttanriated itoai tke 7th Book of 
Lucan. 1. 5^ &4. 

Hie Caesar, rabies populi, stiimdasqme fturoris 
Ne ifoA parte sui p^rieat scela8> agmina drcum 
It vai^ aique igties aaaimis flagrantibus addit. 
Inspicit et gladios, qui toti sanguine maneat. 
Qui niteant primo tantma mucnme eimaAi, 
Que pvesso trsoiat ease maaus, &c. S. 
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Cleave^ bretik^ and raging tempest-like o'er turn 

What e'er makes head to nwet them in this hnm6iir. 

Our men at arms (in brief) b^n to fly. 

And neither prayers, intreaty^ nor eicam|>le 

Of any of their leaders left alive, 

Had power to stay them in this strange careeif ; 

Straggling, as in the fair Calabrian fields, 

When, wolves for hnngfer ranging fro' the wood, 

Make forth amongst the flock, that scattered flies 

Before the shepherd, tiiat resistless lies. 

Cornelia. O cmel fortune ! 

Messenger, None resisting now. 
The field was fill'd with all cotifusion, 
Of murder^ death, and direful massacres. 
The feeble bands that yet were left entire 
Had more desire to sleep than seek for spoil. 
No place Was free from sorrow, every tHiere 
Lay armed men, 9 ertroden with their horses ; 
Dismembered bodies drowning in tlieir Wood, 
And wretched heaps lie inourniog of their m^ms. 
Whose blood, as from a spu«g6y or bunch of grapes, 
Crasfa'd in a wine-press, gudietk oat so fast^ 
As with the sight doth mak^ the sound aghs^. 

Some should yon seediat bad theif heads half clovtftn, 
And on the earth their brains lie trembling. 
Here one new womided helps another dying. 
Here lay an arm, and them a leg lay sbiver'd. 
Here horse and man (o^ettwrai'd) for tterey cry'4, 
With hands extended to tbe nverciless, 
That stopped their ears, and would not bear a word. 
But put them all (remorseless) to the swcvd. 

He that had h^p to ^scape, doth help afresh 
To reinforce the side whereon he served. 
But seeing that there the murdVing eneny, 
^^ Pesle-mesle pursued tb€«t lil» a storm ef hail, 

^ Pede-mesle] " 1>^-I^11. CdvSaAeAy, lumd Ottr his^A, iifl in a 
'' heape one with toMUitJ* Gotgrg^, t«k^ f^Ot^rnkte. . Sd, in 
" Mar8ton*8 Saphonubm, A. 1. S^ 3 : 

" We gave the signe of battaile : shonts are rais'd 
" That shook the heavens : Pell-mell our armies joyn 
" Horte, tairgeti, pikes, afl ag^ttst ^adi oppos*<).'' 
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They 'gan retire where Juba was encamp*d ; 

But there had Ceesar eftsoons tyranniz'd : 

So that despairing to defend themselyes, 

They laid aside their armour^ and at last 

Offer'd to yield unto the enemy ; 

Whose stony hearty that ne'er did Roman good, 

Would melt with nothing but their dearest blood. 

And Scipio^ thy father, when he beheld 
His people so discomfited and scom'd ; 
When he perceiy'd the labour profitless. 
To seek by new encouraging his men 
To come upon them with a fresh alarm ; 
And when he saw the enemies pursuit. 
To beat them down as fierce as Uiund'ring Ibrts, 
And lay them level with the clmiged earth, 
like ears of corn with rage of windy showers, 
Thdr battle* aeatteiM, and their ensigns taken ; 
ABd, to conclude, his men dismay'd to see 
The passage choak'd with foodies of the dead, 
(Incessantly lamenting th' extreme loss. 
And suspirable death of so brave soldiars :) 
He spurs hia horse, and (breaking through the press :) 
Trots to the haven, where hia ships he finds,. 
And hopeless trusteth to the trusdess winds* 

Now had he thought to have arrived in Spain, 
To raise new forces, and return to field ; 
But as one naschief draws another on, 
A sudden tempest takea him by the way^ 
And casts hmi up near to the. coasts of liyppon. 
Where th' adverse navy, sent to scour the seas. 
Did hourly, keep their ordinary course } 
Where seeing hunself at anchor slightly shipped, 
Besieg'd, betra/d by wind, by land, by sea, 
(All raging mad to rig his better vessels. 
The little while this naval conflict lasted} 
Behold, his own was fiercely set -upon; 
Which being sore beaten, tm it brake again,, 
Ended the lives of his best fighting men. 

There did the remnant of our Roman nobles^ 
Before the foe, and in their captain's presence^ 
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Die bravely, with their faulchions in their fists. 
Then Scipio (that saw his ships through-g^all'd. 
And by the foe falfiU'd with fire and blood, 
His people put to sword, sea, earth, and hell. 
And heaven itself conjur'd to injure him) 
^teps to the poop, and with a princely visage 
Lookfl% upon his weapon dy'd with blood, 
Sighing he sets it to his breast, and said : 
Since all our hopes* are by the gods beguifd, 
What refuge ii0w remains for my distress, 
But thee, my deaNit ne'er-deceiving sword ? 
Yea, thee, my latest forUine*s firmest hope : 
By whpm I am assur*d this hap to have. 
That, being free-born, I shall not die a slave. 

Scarce had he said, but cruelly reac^vVl, 
He drench'd it to the pommel through hb HdeB, 
That fro' the wound the smoaky blood ran babbfi«|^. 
Wherewith he stagger'd ; and 1 stepp'd to him 
To have embraced him : But he (being afraid 
T' attend the mercy of his murd'ring.foe. 
That still pursued him, and opprest his ships) 
Grawl'd to the deck, and, life with death to ease^ 
Headlong he threw hin^elf into the seas. 

ComeUa. O cruel gods \ O heaven ! O direful Fates I 
radiant sun, that slightly gild'st our days I 
night-stars, full of infelicities ! 
triple-titled Hecate, queen and goddess. 
Bereave my life, or living strangle mei 
Confound me quick^ or let me sink to hell I 
Thrust me fro' forth the world, that 'mongst the spirits 
Th' infernal lakes may ring with my laments I 
miserable, desdate, distressful wretch. 
Worn with mishaps, yet in mishaps abounding ! 
What shall I do, or whither shall I fly. 
To yenge this outrage, or revenge my wrongs ? 
' Come, wrathful furies, with your ebon locks. 
And feed yourselves with mine eaflamed blood! 
Ixion's torment, Sysiph's rolling stone. 
And th' eagle ^ tyering on Prometheus, 

as — ty^Hn^ ] So bo& the aAtient editions. Mr. Dodsley altered 
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Be my eternfeil tasks; that th' extream fire 
Wldiin my heait may fnom my heart rtetiire. 

I suffer more» more sorrows I endvir^y 
Than all the taptives m th' infernal court. 
O troubled fate \ fatal misery 1 
That unprovoked deal'st so partially. 

Say, fretful heavens, what fhult hat« I eommitted. 
Or wherein could mine iimooenoe offend you, 
When (being but young) I lost my first love Gr&ssus? 
Or wherein did I merit so much wton^, 
To see my second husband Pompey slain t 
But 'mongst the rest, what horrible offence, 
What hateful thing, unthought of, have I done. 
That, in the midst of this my mournful state» 
Nought but my father's death could expiate? 

Thy de4th, dear Scipio* Rome's et&mal loss, 
Whose hopefnl life preserv'd our happiness ; 
Whose sihrec hairs encouraged the weak ; 
Whose resolutions did confirm the rest: 
Whose end, sith it hath ended all my joys, 

heavens, at least permit, of all tbese i^agtms, 
That I may ^nish the catastrophe; 

Sith in this widowhood of all my hbpes^ 

1 cannot look for furthear happiness. 

For both my husbands and my father gone, 
What have I else to wreck your -wtaik npon? 

Now as for ha^py thee, to whoni sweet denth 
Hath given blessed rest for life's bereaving ; 
O envious Julia, in l^y jealois heart 
Venge not thy wrong upon Cornelia. 

it to tearing, unne(:%8dari1y UHA. ifiaptoperly. To tire is a temi in 
falconry, and «ig;nijlM to prey on, M «ectr tfi fikaee. 
So, in Ben Jonson^s t^eeUist^^ A* 4. & d : 

" What, and be tir'd on by yond* vuJture V* 
The Honest Man*s Fortune, by Beaumont and Jletchet, vol. X. 
p. 426. Edit. 1778 : 

" Y6 dtogfi'itf temmesft, vultkiwi ftfiMmgstman, 
" That tire vfonihe hetkrts^KeneriniB ttpiiits.'* 
Dekkar's Match me in Ijondon : 

*' the vulture tires 

" Ut>on the Eagle's heart." 



J 
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But sacred ghoat, appease thine ire, ai^d see 
My hard mishap in marrying after thee. 

O see mine anguish ! haply seeing it. 
Twill move compassion in thee of my pains, 
And urge thee (if thy heart be not of niat, 
Or drunk with rigour) to repent thy self, 
That thou enflam'dst so cniel a revenge 
In Caesar's heart, upon ao slight a cause ; 
And mad'st him raise so many mournful tombs. 
Because thy husband did revive the lights 
Of thy forsaken bed ; (unworthily) 
Opposing of thy fretful jealousy 
'Gainst his mishap> as it my help had been. 
Or as if second marriage wete a sin. 

Was never City whei'e calamity 
Hath sojourn'd with such sorrow as iii this ? 
Was never state wherein the people stood 
So careless of their conqnemd liberty, 
And careful of aBOlhei's tyranny ? 

O gods, that erst of Carthage took some care. 
Which by our fatiiers pityless was spoil'd ; 
When thwarting destiny at Africk waUs 
Did topside-turvey turn their commonwwealth ; 
When forceful weapons fiercely took away 
Their soldiers (sent to nonriA up those wars |) 
When (fir'd) their golden palaoes fdl doiwn ; 
When through the slaughtei tfa' Afriek seaa ^vese d^d, 
Ani^ sacred temples quenchlessly enflam'd: 
Now is our hapless time of hopes expir'd. 
Then satisfy youisclves mih this, revenge ; 
Content to count the ghosts of those great eaptains, 
Which (conquered) peri^'d by the Romfts swords. 
The Hannons, the Amiloars, Asdsabals, 
Espeeially ^at proudest Haniubal^ 
Who made the fair Thtasymese so desert : 
For even those fields that meui>»'d to beat their bodies, 
Now (loaden) gvoan 4^ feel the Roman eoneft. 
Their eardi we porpb o^er, andi oo tbeii^ tombs 
We heap our bodies, equajling their ruiu« 
And as a 3qipio did reverse their poweVy 



302^ CORNELIA. [act V. 

They have a Scipio to revenge them on. 

Weep therefore, Roman dames, and from henceforth 
Vailing your chrystal eyes to your fair bosoms, 
Rain showers of grief upon your rose-like cheeks. 
And dew yourselves with spring-tides of your tears. 
Weep, ladies, weep, and with your reeking sighs. 
Thicken the passage of the purest clouds. 
And press the air with your continual plaints* 
Beat at your ivory breasts, and let your robes 
(Defac'd and rent) be witness of your sorrows. 
And let your hair, that wont be wreath'd in tresses. 
Now hang neglectly, dangling down your^houlders. 
Careless of art, or rich accoutrements. 
That with the gold and pearl we us'd before, - 
Our mournful habits may be deck'd no more* 

Alas ! what shall I do ? O dear companions. 
Shall I, O shall I live in these laments ? 
Widow'd of all my hopes, my haps, my husbands, 
And last, not least, bereft of my best father ; 
And of the joys mine ancestors enjoy'd. 
When they enjoy'd their lives and liberty ? 
And must I live to see great Pompey's house,. 
(A house of honour and antiquity) 
Usurp'd in wrong by lawless Antony ? 

Shall I behold the sumptuous ornaments, 
(Which both the world and Fortune heap'd on him) 
Adorn and gprace his graceless enemy ? 
Or see the wealth that Pompey gained in war, 
^ Sold at a pike, and borne away by strangers? 
Die, rather die, Cornelia ; and (to spare 
Thy worthless life, that yet must one day perish) 
Let not these t^ptains vainly lie interr d, 
Or C»sar triumph in thine infamy. 
That wert the wife to th' one, and th' other's daughter. 

But if I die before I have entomb'd 
My drowned father in some sepulchre, 
Who will perform that care in kindness for me? 
Shall his poor wandering limbs lie still tormented^ 

" Sold at a pOct.'] i. e. Tenalui sub liasta. S. 

See aiflo Note on The Parwn't Wedding, vol. XI. A.9. $• t* 
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Tost with the salt waves of the wasteful seas ? 

Noy lovely father, and my dearest husbahd, 

Cornelia roust live (though life she hateth) 

To make your tombs, and mourn upon your hearses;' 

Where, languishing, my famous faithful tears 

May trickling bathe your generous sweet cinders; 

And afterwa^ (both wanting strength and moisture^ 

Fulfilling with my latest sighs and gasps, 

The happy vessels that enclose your bones) 

I will surrender my surcharged life ; 

And (when my soul earth's prison shall forego) 

Encrease the dumber of the ghosts below. 

Non proiunt dommOy qua promnt omnihu^y artes* 

THO. KYD. 



PINIS. 
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EDITIONS. 

1 . Cornelia. At London, Printed by James Hoberts, 
for N. L. and John Busbie, 1594, 4to, 

2. Pompey the Great, his faire Cornelia's Tragedie - 
Effeotod by her Father and Husbandes downe-cast, 
death, and fortune. Written in French by that excel- 
lent Poet Ro« Gamier, and translated into English by 
Thomas Kid. At London, Printed for Nicholas Ling, 
1695, 4to. 
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Christoj^her Marlow, a writer of considerable 
eminence in his time, was, aceordi&g to Oldys *, born 
in the former part of the reign of Edward the Sixth, 
and received his education at Cambridge. The place 
of his birth is unknown, as are the circumstances of his 
parents, and the reason which induced him to quit the 
destination for which by the nature of his education he 
seemed to be intended. After leaving the university, 
he appeared upon the stage with applause as an actor, 
and then commenced dramatiek writer with no inconsi- 
derable degree of reputation. His character as a man 
does not appear in a favourable light. He is repre- 
sented by an author^ quoted in Wood's Athence, 
p. ^38, as ** giving too large a swing to his own wit, 
*' and suffering his lust to have the fml reins, by which 
*' means he fell to that outrage and extremity as 
" Jodelle, a French tragical poet, did (being an Epicure 
** and Atheist), that he denied God and his Son Christ, 
** and not only in word blasphemed the THnity, but 
*^ also, as was credibly reported, wrote divers discourses 
« against it, affirming our Saviour to be a deceiver, and 
Moses to be a conjuror ; the holy Bible also to contain 
only vain and idle series, and all religion l>ut ja device 
^f policy^.*' A late writer^ Is willing to believe, 



a 

u 



1 MS. Addidons of Langbaine. 

* Beard's Theatre of God's Jutonents. 

^ Among the papers of Lord Keeper PackeHng, in the British 
Mnsenm, are some which give an account of Maxlow's principles 
and t«net8. 

Sinte ^e account of Marlow was written I, have seen the 
information of Richard Baine against him, now in the British 
Museum, Harl. MSS. No. 6853, in which he is charged with the 
offences mentioi^ed by Beard and many others. In a marginal 
note it is said to have been delivered on Whitson-eve, and that in 
three days after Marlow came to a sudden and fearful end of his 
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that the whole of Marlow's offence was daring to reason 
on matters of religion ; than which nothing could be a 
greater crime, in the opinion of those who did not 
dare to think for themselves. But the opinion of this 
Gentleman will have less weight, when the violence of 
his prejudices against every kind of religious establish- 
ment are considered. Mario w was most probably a 
dissipated, abandoned man ; and the circumstances of 
his death, as related by Wood, sufficiently prove, it : 
" being deeply in love with a certain woman, he had for 
'' his rival a bawdy serving-man, one rather fit to be a 
** pimp than an ingenious amoretto, as ; Marlow cpn- 
** ceived himself to be. Whereupon Marlow, , taking it 
<' to be a high afiront, rushed in upoA,,to stab hini with 
*' his dagger: but the serving-man, being very quick, 
'< so avoided the stroke, that withal catching hold of 
*^ Marlow's wri^t, he stabbed his own dagger, into his 
*^ own head, in such sort that,. notwithstanding all the 
^* means of surgery that could be wrought, be shortly 
" after died of his wound before the year 1593."* 

As a writer, Marlow's character stands in a much 
fairer, light. Langbaine' observes, that he was ac- 
counted an excellent poet by Jonson;^ and Heywopd, 
his fellow-actor, stiles him the best of poets, Meres*^ 
names him with Sydney, Spensier^ Shakspeare, Danieli 

life. This event probably occasioned there being no proceedings 
carried on in consequence of the application. S. 

* Berkenhout's Historia Literaria, vol. I. p. 3.^8. 

* Sir W^ Vaughan who wrote it in 1399, though his Golden 
Grove was not printed till 1608, repeats Beard's story of Mallow's 
blasphemies, but he had been previously charged with being an 
Atheist and an upholder of the religion of the Heathen, by T. B. 
who translated the French Academie in 1594. Marlow was then 
recently dead, and the precise period of this event has been ascer- 
tained very lately by consulting the Burial Registers of St.Nicholas, 
Deptfi)rd, where the followiug entry is made : — 

** June 1st. 1^93, Christopher Marlow, slain by Francis 
Archer." C. 
» P. 342. 

* Verses to the Memory of Sbakspeare. 

7 Second Part of Wit's Commonwealth, p.' 280. 
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&c. for having mightily enriched and gorgeously in- 
vested in rare ornaments, and resplendent habiliments 
the English tongue. Carew*, the Cornish Antiquary, 
places him along with Shakspeare, where . he says, 
'^ Would you read Catullus, take Shakspeare and 
" Marlow's fragments." Nash®, speaking of Hero and 
Leander, says, " Of whom divine Musseus sung, and a 
" diviner Muse than he, Kit Marlow/* The author of 
The Return from *® Parnassus characterizes him thus : 
'' Marlowe was happy in his buskin'd Muse, 
'' Alas! unhappy in his life and end : 
'' Pity it is that wit so ill should dwell, 
" Wit lent from heav'n, but vices sent from hell/' 
Drayton ^' in these terms : 

" Next Marlpw, bathed in the Thespian springs, 
'^ Had in him those brave translunary things, 
'^ That your first poets had ; his raptures were 
*• All air and fire, which made his verses clear: 
'* For that fine madness still he did retain, 
" Which rightly should possess a poet's brain." 
And George Peele, in The Honour of tfie Garter^ 
4to. 1593, or 99, mentions him in this manner : 

'* — unhappy in thy end 
*^ Marlow, the Muses darling for thy verse, 
*^ Fit to write passions for the souls below 
'* If any wretched souls in passions speak." * 

* EzcellencieB of the English Tongue, p. IS. 

* Lenten Staff, 4to. 1599, p. 4f . 
"1606, A.I. 8.«: 

>i EpiBtle to Mr. Henry Reynolds. 

* Mr. Reed omits part of what Peele says, and spells Ae name 
differently. 

And after thee 

Why hie they not, unhappy in thine end 

Marley, the Mnses' darling for thy verse. 

Fit to write passions for the soules below. 

If any wretched soules in passion speake. 
' Feele's expressions are the more interesting, because the cere- 
mony oommiemorated took place only 26 days after the funeral of 
Stoiow, and Peele published his poem very soon afteirwards, and 
not in 1599, as Mr. Reed thinks possible. This production is in- 
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His Dramatick Works are as follow : 

1. " The Tragedie of Dido Queene of Carthage. 
*' Played by the Children of her Majesties Chappel. 
" Written by Christopher Marlowe and Thomas wash, 

, " Gent," 1594, 4to. 

2. *^ The tronbtesome Raigne and lamentable D^atfa 
of Edward the Second,'' &c. See the end of this 
Volume. 

3. " Tamberiaine the Greate. Who, from the state 
** of a Shepherd in Scythia, by his rare and wonderful 
** Conquests, became a most puissant and mighty 
" Monarque," 1605, 4to. 1st Part, B. L. It was first 
printed in 1590. 

4. '^ Tamberiaine the Greate. With his impad^ 
" sionate furie, for the death of his Lady and Love 
*< faire Zenocrate : his forme of exhortation and dis- 
" cipline to his three sbnnes, and the manner of his 
"owne death. The second Pari," 4to. 1606, 4to. 
" B. L. 

5. •* The Massacre of Paris, with'the Death of the 
'' Duke of Guise. A Tragedy play'd by the Rfght 
" Honourable the Lord Admiral's Servants/' Bvo.N.D. 

6. " Thfe Famous Tragedy of the rich Jew of Malta." 
SeevoLVni. 

7. " The Ttagicall Historic of the Life and Death of 
" Doctor F^ustus," 1604, 4to. 1616, 4to. 16M, 4to. 
with new Additions, 1691, 4to. B. L. 1663, 4to. 
B. L.t 

terestiDg as a very early specisi^ «f imdiamfi^ .Ui^ik yeane% and 
beoMBsela^lx. address. indUed, Ad Mecpuit$m J^elms, the an&or 
notices the following Poets : — Sir P. Sidney, £. Spensor, Sir I. 
Harrington, S. Daniel, T. Campion, A« Fraonce, T. Hiaer and 
T.Watson. C. 

t It seems doubtful whether theie 'vRas not an SBnglisk ppooas tract 
on the subject of Doctor Faustna, previous. to the appefunvce of 
Marlow's Play. O. G.. 

In thb Blacke ^BooIk 1604, the ;sa«ie ^ear a9 Ui» fir^t kf^Bfim 
fidituML of JSdarlow's Tragedy is die following allusion to At; WHs 
had. a head, of hayre like one of my l^ivieUs ift JhnUxf "Bum^mw 
wkfm the olde Theatre craQkt and fii^ited thc^ audiences? .C« * 
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$. ^ Lust^s DouMnicm ; or, The Lascivious Queen. 
« A Tr«ig|Bdy/' Igmo. 1667 and 1661 .• 

Besides these, he was the Author of 

1. Hero and Leander, translated from Mumeus, with 
tbe first Book of Lucan, 4to. 1600. 

This translation, or at least Marlow's part of it, must 

* ** The true Tn^redie of Bichaxd, Duke of York, and the death 
of good King Henrie the Sizt, with the wbde contention betweene 
the .tw;o houses, Lancaster and Yorke." 1595, If mo. 

Frpin this Drama ( ^ays Chahners, Sap.Apol, p. 293 ) Shakei^>eare 
lltmlty copied in mcJiy scenes the third part of Henry VI. 

In WiuAuiton's list was a play assigned to Marlow, called the 
Mi^ens Holiday. O. G. 

Ais play^ hus^'i Dominion, though hitherto supposed to have been 
wvi(tie;n by Marlow is unquestionably not his. Some confusion is ooca> 
sioned in- the plot by the insertion of characters unknown to histonr ; 
but liie King Philip who expires in the ibvt act is Philip II* of Spam, 
who did not die (Tide Watson's Philip II. vol. III. p. 332] until 
1598. Marlow was lulled by Archer, in 1593. If this be not 
snificieilitt or if k should be supposed for » moment that PbiUp I. 
might be intended, there is stiU further and conclusive evidmce 
to shew that Marlow could not be the author of Lust's Dominion. 
A tract was printed in London in 1599, [Vide Locd Somera*. col- 
lection IL 505] called " A briefe and true Declaration of tUe Sick- 
nesse, last words and Death of the King of Spain* Philip Second," 
from which various passages in the play were clearly borrowed. 
We will compare a fetw quotations frcim both relating to the deatili 
of the Kinf • 

" Dry your wet e^es, for sorrow wanteth force 

T'inspire a breaching soul in a dead cone." IauI^$ Dom. 

** My frioids and subjects your sorrowes are of no force tQ 
xecoTer my health." — Tract. 

when I am embalm'd 

Apparel me in a rich ro^al lohid • . . ^ 

T&an place my bones within thAt brasen shrine." 

" Commanding that this my bodie • • • . be embalm^'d ;*then 
apfrdled with a roy^ li^ a«d so placed within this biasen 
Shane."— IVoet. 

— — — Hav case to Isa^l : 
Her virtue was J^g Philip's lookixig glas0« 

Z^mt's i^Diiiiiiion. 
" Ipray you l^i» a great eve andxegiuod to yb^r sifter, ^canse 
she was my lookkg glasse**'-r-^eetp 

This is not similarity 1)ut identity. l^hj|ti|ripr a^frt^ f^fgr justly 
daon Lust'i Dofrini^, >t /c^^ot ^tcte^fjieit jbe tn^.s^signed to 
Marlow. ^ 
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have been published before 1509, being mentioned by 
several writers earlier than that year. It was entered at 
Stationers HaO in 1593 and 1597; and i« Henry 
Petowe*s Second Part of it appeared in 1596. Mar- 
low's part was left unfinished, and was completed by 
Chapman. Although the first Book of Lucan is men. ' 
tioned in the Title-page, not a line of that author is to 
be found with Marlow's Work, t « 

2. Certaine of Ovid's Elegies. By C. Marlow, 
12mo. at Middleburgh, no date. Afterwards pub- 
lished, with Additions, ' under the title of All Ovid's 
Elegies three Bookes. By C. M. at Middieburgb, 
no date 

Mr. Steevens says (first volume of Shakspeare, ^ p. 
94.) that, in the forty-first of Queen Elizabeth, these 
translations from Ovid were commanded by the Arch- 



** This Author exceeds all the Panegyrists of Marlow in the ex- 

traragance of his Eulogium. The foUowing lines are taken from 

his Poem : 

" Mario admir'd whose honney flowing vaine, 

" No English writer can as yet attaine. .' 

" Whose name in Fame's immortal] treasuries 

" Truth shall record to endles memorie, 

*' Mario late mortal!, now fram'd all divine, 

" What soole more happy, than that soule of thine t 

" Live still in heaven tiiy soule, thy fame on earth 

" (Thou dead) of Mario's Hero findes a dearth." 

Again, 

" What mortall soule with Mario might contend, 
*' That could against reason force him stoope or bend ? 
** Whose silver charming toung mov'd such delight, 
" That men would shun their sleepe in stilt dar^e night, 
« To meditate upon his goulden lynes, 
^* His rare concevts^and sweete according rimes. 
'-* But Mario, still admired Mario's gon, 
** To live wi^ beautie in Elyzium, 
" Immortal beautie who desires to heare, 
. " His sacred Poesies sweete in every eare : 
- « Mario must frame to Orpheus melodie, 
** Himnes all divine to make heaven hannonie, 
" There ever live the Prince of Poetrie, 
" live with the living in etcmitie." 
t Mr, Malone had a copy of *' Ludhn's First Booke translated 

line for line by Chr. Marlow.*'— Printed by P. Skort, 1600. 
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bishop of Canterbury and the Bishop of London to be 
burnt at Stationers Hall. 

He was also the Author of that beautiful Sonnet 
quoted in The Merry Wives of fVindsor, A. 3. S. 1. 
called The Passionate Shepherd to his Love ; to which 
Sir Walter Raleigh wrote a Reply. Both these pieces 
are printed in Dr. Percy's Reliques of Antient Poetry^ 
vol. I. p. 218*. 

* Seyeial particolars regarding Marlow, and among them the 
register of his burial, are to be fo\ind in the ingenious preface to 
the late reprint of MarIow*s and Chapman's " Hero and Leander/' 
1606. His birth is conjectured to have occurred: about the year 
^b6t, and it is stated that he took his degree of B. A. of Benet 
College* Cambridge, in 1583, and of M. A in 1587. The xmter 
of this preface doubts -whether Marlow -was the author of " Tam- 
berlaine the Create," and analyses " Lust's Dominion" at some 
length, remarking that the reader ** can hardly fail to observe in 
it the Taxiety and melody of Marlow's versification." What would 
have been said of it had he known, as is unquestionably the fact, 
that Marlow did not write a single line of that tragedy 1 C. 



DRAMATIS PBRSONifi. 



Edward ii. 
Edw^ahd.jii. 

GAVSftTOK. 

SpEKCEity sen. 

SPElfC^RyJUD. 

Earl Mo^TiMxa, sen. 

MoRTiiiRm,jun. 

Lahcaster. 

Leicest&r. 

Kekt* 
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Warwick, 

Pembroke. 

Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop of Coventry. 

Lord Matrevis. 

Sir John of Hainault. 

Levunk. 

Baldock. 

Beamokt. 

GuRNiE, Rice ap Howel, Lightborne, Abbot, 

Messengers, &c. 
Queen Isabella. ^ 

The Lady,^ 

The Scene lies in England and France. 
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Enter Gaveston, reading in a letter thai was brottght 

him from the king. 

Gaybstok. My father is deceased ! comet Gaveston, 
And. share the kingdom with thy dearest friend. 
Ah ! words that make me surfeit with delight! 
Whatg]»ater bliss can hap to Gaveston, 
Than liye and be the fa?ourite of a king ! 
Sweet prince, I come; these, these thy amorous lines 
Might have enforc'd me to have swum from France, 
And, like Leander^ gasp*d upon the sand. 
So thou wouldst smile, and takie me in thine arms. 
The sight of London to mine exiFd eyes 
Is as Elysium to a new-come soul ; 
Not that I love the city, or the men, . 
But that it harbours him [ hold so dear. 
The king, upon whose bosom let me die, 
And with the world be still at enmity. 
What need the artick people love star-fight, 
To whom the sun shines both by day and night ? 
Farewell base stooping to the lordly peers ; 
My knee shall bow to none but to the king. 
As for the multitude, they are but sparks, 
Rak'd up in embers of their poverty, 
Tanti rf Til fan. first on the wind, 
That glanceth at my lips, and flieth away. 
But how now, what are these ? 

* Ti)#,a6tion o£ tlii«.pl9iruuclitdjM th« iMi»diikiB rei^i of fid- 
««d.IJL, CTMBinflnringiwilh dtft-ieeal of GAWMtaft, •wUeb happened 
b^oiei;he.faaexalof£dwavdl« C 

t There isjcobaUyfloaienispnitt <tf«mi8nf».haFe. 
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Enter three poor men. 

Poor men. Such as desire your worship's service. 

Gaveston. What canst thou do ? 

1 Poor. 1 can ride. 

Gaveston. But I have no horse. What art thou ? 

9 Poor. A traveller. 

Gaveston. Let me see — thou wouldst do well 
To wait at my trencher, and tell me lies at dinner- 
time ;' 
And as I like your discoursing, Til have you. 
And what art thou ? 

S Poor. A soldier, that hath serv*d against the Scot. 

Gaveston. Why there are hospitals for such as you ; 
I have no war, and therefore, sir, be gone. 

Soldier, Farewell, and perish by a soldier's hand, 
That would'st reward them with an hospital. 

Gaveston. Ay, ay, these words of his move me as 
much 
As if a goose should play the porcupine,. 
And dart her plumes, thinking to pierce my breast. 
But yet it is no pain to speak men fair ; 
ril flatter these, and make them live in hope. [Aside. 
You know that I came lately but of France, 
And yet I have not view'd my lord the king ; 
If I speed well, I'll entertain you all. 

Omnes. We thank your worship. 

Gaveston. I have some business. Leave me to my- 
self. 

Omnes. We will wait here about the court. [Exeunt. 

Gaveston. Do : — these are not men for me ; 
I must have wanton poets, pleasant wits, 
Musicians, that with touching of a string 
May draw the pliant king which way I please : 
^' Musick and poetry are his delight ; 

^Mutick and Poetry, &c.] How exactly the Author, as the 
learned Dr. Hurd obserres, has painted the humour of the times 
which esteemed masks and shews as the highest indulgence that 
could be provided for a luxurious and happy monarch, we may see 
from the entertainment jirovided, not many years after, for Ae re- 
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Therefore I'll have Italian masks by night. 

Sweet speeches, comedies, and pleasing shows ; 

And in ihe day, when he shall walk abroad, 

Like Sylvan nymphs my pages shall be clad ; 

My men, like satyrs grazing on the lawns, 

Shall with their goat-feet dance the antick hay. 

Sometimes a lovely boy in Dian's shape, 

With, hair that gilds the water as it glides, 

Crownets of pearl about his naked arms, 

And in his sportful hands an olive-tree. 

To hide those parts which men delight to see, 

Shall bathe him in a spring ; and there hard -by, 

" One like Acteon peeping thro' the grove 

Shall by the angry goddess be transformed, 

And running in the likeness of an hart. 

By yelping hounds pull'd down, shall seem to die ; 

Such things as these"^ best please his majesty. 

My Lord here comes ; the king and thie nobles, 

From the parliament. Til stand aside. 

Enter the King, Lancaster, Mortimer, seniory 

Mortimer junior^ Edmund earl of Kent, Guy 

earl of Warwick f 8fc, 

Edward. Lancaster. 

Lancaster, My lord. 

Gaveston. That earl of Lancaster do I abhor* [Aside, 

Edward, Will you not grant ma this ? In spite, of 
them 
ril have my will; and these two Mortimers, 
That cross me thus, shall know I am displeas'd. 

Mortimer senior. If you love us, my lord, hate Gave* 
ston. 

_ • 

Gaveston. That villain Mortimer, FU be his deaths 

• [Aside. 

Mortimer junior. Mine uncle here, this earl, and I 
myself. 
Were sworn unto your father at his death, 

ceplion of King Jaxn^s at Althorp, in Noithamptonshire ; where 
tiua Yery design of Sylvan Nymphs, Satyrs, and Acteon, was exe- 
cuted in a Masque by Ben Jonson. 

Moral and Political Dialogues, vol. I. p. 1 94. 
^* One Vihe Acteon, &c.] See Grim the Collier of Croydon, vol. XI. 
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That he should ne'er retam into the realm : 
And knoW) my lord> ere I will break my oath. 
This sword of mine, that should offend your Ibes, 
Shall sleep within ^e scabbard at thy needy 
And underneath thy banners march who wiU, 
For Mortimer will hang his armour up. 

Gaveston. Mort dieu. [Ande. 

Edward. WeU» Mortimer, Til make thee me d&eae 
words. 
Beseems it thee to contradict thy king ? 
Frown'st thou thereat, aspiring Lancaster ? 
The sword shall plain tlie furrows of thy brows. 
And hew these knees that now are grown ao stiff. 
I will have Q&veston; and you shall know 
What danger 'tis to stand against your king. 

Oavestmi. Well done, Ned. [Aside. 

Lancaster, My lord, ,why do you thus incense your 
peers, 
That naturally would Iotc and honour you? 
But for that heme and obscure Gayeston, 
Four earldoms haye I, besides Lancaster, 
Derby, Salisbury, Lincoln, Leicester ; 
These will I sell, to giye mj soldiers pay. 
Ere Gaveston shall stay within the realm. 
Therefore, if he be come, expel htm straight. 

Edward. Barons and earls, your pride hath auide me 
mute; 
But now ril speak, and to the proof, I hope. 
I do remember, in my father's days, 
Lord Piercy of the North, being highly mov'd, 
Bray'd Moubery in presence of the king; . 
For which, had not his highness loy'd him well. 
He should haye lost his head ; but with his look 
Th' undaunted spirit of Piercy was appeas'd. 
And Moubery and he were reconcird. . 
Yet dare you braye the king unto his face : 
Brother, reyenge it, and let these their heads. 
Preach upon fwles, for trespass of their tongnea.* 

** I rather think we thonld resd — Pgtch upon poles, &c.; but see 
the ttaae ^xpiesBion afterwatdt. 
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Warwkkt 0,attf heads! 

Edward. Ay, yours ; and therefore I would wish you 
grattt^— 

fVmh»kk* Bridle thy anger, gentle Mortimer* 

Mortimer junior, I cannot, nor I will not ; I must 
speak. 
Cousin, our hands 1 hope shall fence our heads, 
And strike off his that makes you threaten us. 
Come, uncle, let us leave the brainsick king, 
And henceforth parly with our tidked swords. 

Mortimer smdor, Wiltshire hath men enough to save 
our heads. 

Warwick. All Warwickshire will love him for my 
sake. 

Laneaiter. And northward Oaveston hath many 
friends. 
Adteu, my lord, and either change your mind. 
Or look to see the throne, where you should sit. 
To float i^ blood ; and at thy wanton head. 
The glozing*^ head of thy btitse minion thrown. 

[Exeunt $iohles. 

Edward, I cannot brook these haughty menaces : 
And I a king, and must be over-rul'd? 
Brother, display my ensigns in the field ; 
111 bandy'" with the barons and the earls. 
And either die or live with Gaveston. 

Ga'ibeBton^ I can no longer keep me from my lord. 

Akoard, What, Gaveston! welcdme-**«Ki88 not my 
hand 
Embrace me, Gaveston, as I do thee. 
Why shouM'st thou kneel ? 
Know'st thou not who I «m ? . 
Thy friend, thyself, another Gaveston ! 
Not Hilas was more mourn'd for Hercules, 
Than thou hast been ^ me «inc« thy exile* 

"^tetif] Flattenag, See Note SS to AleianSsr and Cam- 
ptupe. 

10 bandif] Ol^pose minh aU my foroe, totk wiibu$ h .oppmiere, 
0ay« Skinner, voce bandif. 
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Gavestim, And since I went from hence, no soul in 
bell 
Hath felt more torment than poor Gaveston. 

Edward, I know it — Brother, welcome home my 
friend. 
Now let the treacherous Mortimers conspire, 
And that high-minded earl of Lancaster : , 

1 have my wish, in that I joy thy sight ; 
And sooner shall the sea o*erwhelm my land. 
Than bear the ship that shall transport thee hence. 
I. here create thee lord high chamberlain. 
Chief secretary to the state and me. 
Earl of Cornwall, kipg and lord of Man. 

Gaveiton. My lord, these titles far exceed my worth. 

Kent, Brother, the least of these may well suffice 
For one of greater birth than Gaveston. 

Edward. Cease, brother ; for I cannot brook these 
words. 
Thy worth, sweet friend, is far above my gifts. 
Therefore, to equal it, receive my hesurt ; 
'^ If for these dignities thou be envy'd, 
rU give thee more ; for but to honour thee, 
Is Edward pleas'd with kingly regiment ^K 

*7 If for thetB dignitiet thou be envy'd,] That is, haUd; in this 
•ente the word is frequently used. 

Green's Thievet falling out : ** llie ma} d replied, that she spake 
" not of envy to him, but of meere Ioto dhe ba^ unto him.*' 

Lylv's Euphues, p. 47 : ** although I have bene bolde to invay 
" against many, yet am I not so brutish to envie them all.*' 
Ben Jonson s Devil it an Ass, A. 2. S. 5 : 
" ■ And, I am justly pay'd, 

*' That might have made my profit of his service, 
'* But by mistaking have drawn on his envy, 
*' And done the worst defeat upon myself. ' 
See also Mr. Steevens's Note on the Merchant of Venice, A. 4. 
S. 1. 
1* — hvngly regiment^ Kingly government. 
Enupkuu cmd his England, p. Ill : ** The regiment that they have 
** dependeth upon statute law, and that is by parliament, &€.** 
Again, Antony and Cleopatra, A. S. S. 6 : 

" And gives his potent regknent to a trull." 
See Mr. Steevens's Note on the last passage. 
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Fear'st thou thy person:? thou shalt have a ^uard. ^ 
Want'st thou gold ? go to my treasury. 
Would'st thou be lov'd and fear'd? receive my seal, 
Save or condemn, and in our name; command 
What so thy mind affects, or fancy likes* 

Gavestan. It shall suffice me to enjoy your love,. 
Which whiles I have, I think myself as great 
As Ceeaar riding in the Roman street, 
With captive kings at his triumphant car. 
Enter the bishop of Coventry, 

Edward. Whither goes my lord of Coventry, so fast? 

Bishop, To celebrate your father's exequies. 
But is that wicked Gaveston returned ? 

Edward. Ay, priest, and lives to be reveng'd on thee^ 
That'weft the only cause of his exile. 

Gaveston. 'Tis true ? and but for reverence of these 
robes. 
Thou J9hould*st not plod one foot beyond this place. ^ 

Bishop.. I did no more than T was bound to do; 
And,. Gaveston, unless thou be reclaim*d, • 
As then I did incense the parliament^ 
So will I now, and thou shalt back to Frauce. 
^ :. Qa/nfiston. Saving ypur reverence, you must pardon 
me*. 

Edviard, Throw off his golden mitre, rend his stole. 
And in the channel christen him anew. 

Kent. Ah, brother, lay not violent handi^ on him, . 
For he'll complain unto the see of Rome* 

Qcmeston. Let him complain unto the see of h^ll,., 
I'll be reveng'd on him for my exile. 

Edward. No, spare his life, but sieze upon his 
goods; 
Be thou lord bishop, and receive his rents, 
And make him serve thee as thy chs^plain ; . 
I give him thee — here, use him as thou wilt. 

Gaveston. He shall to prison, and ^here dia in bolts. 

Edwdrd. Ay, to the Tower, the Fleet, or where thou 
wilt. V - ' 

JBishop. For this offence,, be thou accurst of God. 

. ' • , '■•■'- ' " ■, ■ ' 

'* He " lays violent hands'' upon the bishop. See p. 323. ' ' 

VOL. II. Y 
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Edward* Who'i there? Convey thig priest to th' 
tower. 

Biihop. DOydo. 

Edward. But in the mean time, Qareston, away, 
And take possession of his house and goods. 
Come, follow me, and thou shalt have my ^aard 
To see it done, and bring thee safe agaki. 

GavesUm. What should a 'priest do with so fair a 
house ? 
A prison may best beseem his holiness* [Exeunt. 

Enter both the Mortimers, Warwick, and Lak* 

CASTBR. 

Wartoick. 'Tis true I the bislMip is in the Totter, 
And goods and body given to Gareston* 
Lancaster. What! will they tyrannize lipcm the 
church? 
Ah, wicked king! accursed Gayeston ! 
This ground, which is corrupted with their steps^ 
Shall 1^ their timeless sepulchre, or mine. 
Mortimer jtmi&r. W^eil, let thatpeeWsh Ftenchiaan 
guard him: sure ; 
Unless his breast be sword-pvoof, he shall die. 
Mfortimef^ienihr. How now I wfaydroc^ the eaii of 

Lancaster? 
Phftkitersi^Mr. Wherefore is Oay of Wavwk^ dis- 
content? 
L&neoitm", That villain Gaveston is made an -eaii^ 
Mortimer seni&r. An earl I 

Wofwick. Ay» and besides lord ohamiberlaia fif the 
realm, 
And secretary too» and lord of Man. 

Mortimer senior. We may not, nor we will not sufier 

this. 
Mortimer junior. Why post we not ^fom hence to 

levy men ? 
Lancaster. My lord of Cornwall now, at every word I 
And happy is the man, whom he voui^sa^, 
'^ For vailing of his bonnet, one good look. 

s 

» For vaUmg of his bonnet,^ See Note to The Pimur <f Wah^ld, 
▼ol. UL 
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Thxa, arm in ann, the king and lie doth march : 
Nay more, the guard upon his lordship Mraits ; 
vAnd all the court begins to flatter htm. 

Warwick. Thus leaning on the shoulder of the king, 
He nods, and seoms, and smiles at those that pass. 
Mortimer ffsntor. Doth no man take exceptions ^t 

the slave? 
Lancaster. All stomach him, but none dare speak a 

word* 
Mortimer junior. Ah^ that bewrays their baseness, 
Lancaster. 
Were all the earls and barons of my mind, 
We'll htde him from the bosom of Uie king, 
And at the court-gate hang the peasant up ; 
Who, swoln with Tenom of ambitious pride, 
Will be the ruin of the realm and us. 

Enter the arthhiihap of Canierhurift 
Warwitk* Here comes my lord of Canterbury's grace. 
Lancaster. His countenance bewrays he is displeas'd. 
MchUshop. First were his Aacred garments rent and 
torn, 
Then laid they violent hands upon hin ; next 
Himself imprison'd, and his goods asseis'd : 
This certify the pope ;'^away, take holrse. 
Lancaster. My lord» will you take arms against the 

king? 
ArchbisJufp. What need I ? God himself b up in 
armt. 
When violence is ofier'd to the churoh. 
Mortimer junior. Then, will yott join with us, that 
be his peers, 
To banish or behead that Oaveston ? 
4rchbishcp. What else, my lords? for it concerns 
me near i 
The bishoprick of Coventry is his. 

Muter the Queen, 
Mor^mer junior. Madam, whither walks your ma- 

jes^sofast? 
Queen. iFnto the forest, gentle Mortimer, 
To live in grief aiid baleful discontent; 
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For now my lord the king regards me not. 
But doats upon the love of Gaveston. 
He claps his cheeks, and hangs about his neck. 
Smiles in his face, and whispers, in his ears ; 
And when I come he frowns, as. who should say, 
Gt) thither thou wilt, seeing I have Gaveston. 

Mortimer senior. Is it not strange, that he is thus 
bewitch'd ? 

Mortimer junior. Madam, return unto, the court 
again : 
That sly inveigling Frenchman we'll exile, 
Or lose our lives :• and yet ere that day come 
The king shall lose his crown.; for we have, power. 
And courage too, to be reveng'd at full. 

Archbishop, But yet lift not your swords against the 
king. 

Lancaster, No ; but we'll lift Gaveston from hence. 

JVartoick. And war must be the means, or he'll stay 
still. 

Queen, Then let him stay;, for, rather than my lord 
Shall be oppress'd with civil mutinies, 
I will endure a melancholy life; 
And let him frolick with his minion. 

Archbishop, My lords, to ease all this,, but hear me 
speak. 
We and the rest, that are his counsellors, 
Will meet, and with a general consent 
Confirm his banishment with our hands and seals. 

Lancaster, What we confirm, the king will frustrate. 

Mortimer junior* Then may we lawfully revolt from 
him. 

Warwick. But say, my lord, where shall this meet^' 
ing be ? 

Archbishop, At the new Temple. 

Mortimer junior, Coiitent. 

Archbishop, And, in the meantime, I'll intreat you 
J all 
To cross to Lambeth, and there stay with me. 

Lancaster. Come then, let's away. 

Mortimer junior* Madam, farewell ! . 
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Queen, Farewell, sweet Mortimer; and, for my ^ake, 
Forbear to levy arms against the king. 
Mortimer junior. All, if words will serve ; if not, I 
must. [Exeunt, 

Enter Gaveston and the earl of K^st. 
Gaveston. Edmund, the mighty prince of Lancaster, 
That hath more earldoms than an ass can bear, 
And both the Mortimers, two goodly men, 
With Guy of Warwick, that redoubted knight, 
-Are gone towards Lambeth — there let them remain. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Nobles. 
Lancasieri Here is the form of Gaveston's exile : 
Mjiy it please your lordship to subscribe your name. 
Archbishop. Give me the paper. 
Lancaster. Quick, quick, my lord ; 
I long to write my name. 
Warwick. But I long more to see him banish'd 

hence. 
Mortimer junior. The name of Mortimer shall fright 
the king. 
Unless he be declined from that base peasant* 
Enter the King and Gayestov. 
Edward.Vfh?X\ are you mov'd that Gaveston sits 
here ? 
It is our pleasure, we will have it so. 
Lancaster. Your grace doth well to place him by 
your side, ' 

For no where else the new earl is so safe. 
Mortimer senior. What man of noble birth can brook 
this sight ! 
Quam male conveniunt ! 
See what a scornful look the peasant casts ! 

Pembroke. Can kingly lions fawn on creeping ants ? 
Warwick. Ignoble vassal ! that, like Phaeton, 
Aspir'st unto the guidance of the sun. 

Mortimer junio. Theii downfall is at hand, their 
forces down : 
We will not thus be fac'd and over-peer'd. , 
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EdmartL Lay hands on* that traitor Mortimer I 
Mortimer aeuior* Lay hands on that traitor Gaveston ! 
Kent, Is this the duty that you owe your king ? 
Warwick. We know our duties, — let him know his 

peers, 
Edward. Whither will you bear him T Stay, or ye 

4hall die. 
Mortimer tenior. We are no traitors^ therefore 

threaten not, 
Qav£$ton. No I threaten noti my lord, but pay them 
home! 
Were I a king — 
Mortimer junior. Thou villain I wh€rifore^taIk*stthou 
of a king, 
That hardly art a gentleman by birth ? 

Edward. Were he a peasant* being my minion^ 
I'll make the proudest of you stoop to hun. 
Lancaster. My lord, you niay not thus dispaiage 
us«— 
Away ! I say, with hateful Oaveston, 

Mortimer senior. And with the earl of Kent that 

favours him. 
Edward, Nay, the^ Isiy violent hands upon your king. 
Here, Mortimer, sit thou in Edward's throne ; 
Warwick and Lancaster, wear you my crown : 
Was ever king thus over-mFd as I ? 
Ifdncastwr. Learn then to rule us better, and the 

realm. 
Mortimer junior. What we have done, 
Our heart-blood shall maintain. 

Warwick. Think you that we can brook this upstart 

pride ? 
Edward, Anger and wrathful Airy stops my speech- 
jirchlfyhoi^. Why are you mov'a? be patient, my 

lord, 
And see what we yonr oounsellors have done. 

* Here and elsewhere the measare is doiecture, oftea Iroin the 
omuaioii of otherwise unimportaat syllables. V^e ought to read 
" upon " instead of •* on." C. 
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MorHmer junior » My lords, now let us all be reso- 
lute. 
And either have our wills, or lose our lives. 

Edwards Meet you for this? proud OYer-daring peers! 
Ere my sweet Gayeston shall part from me, 
This isle shall ^ fleet upon the oceatiy 
And wander to the unfrequented Inde I 

Archhuhop. You know that I am legate to the pope ; 
On your allegiance to the see of Rome, 
Subscribe, as we have done, to his exile* 

M^r timet junior. Curse him, if he refuse; and then 
may we 
Depose him, and elect another king. 

Edward. Ay, there it goes-^^but yet I will not yield : 
Curse me* depose me, do the worst you can ! 

LaneoMter. Then linger not, my lord, but do it 
straight. 

Arehbighap. Remember how- the bishop was abused ! 
Either banish him that was the cause thereof, 
Or I will presently discharge these lofds 
Of duty and allegiance due to thee. 

Edward. It boots me not to threat— I must speak 
fair: 
The legate of the pope will be obey'd. [uMde. 

My lord, you shall be chancellor of the realm ; 
Thou, Lancaster, high admiral of our fleet; 
Young Mortimer and his uncle shall be earls ; 
And you, lord Warwiek, president of the North; 
And thou of Wales. If this content yon not> 
Make several kingdotos of this monarchy, 
And share it equ^y amonget you all ; 
So I may have some nook or comer left, 
To frolick with my dearest G«vestm» 

Archbiihop. Nothing shall alter usr^we are reeotv'd. 

Lancaster. Gome, come, subscribe. 

Martknerjumor. Why should you love Um^ 

» -—fleet] Fleet is the old word for float. See N'otes by Mr. 
Steevens, Mr. Toilet, and Mr. Tyrwhitt, on Ant<mif and Chojpatra, 
A. 3. S. II. 
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Whom the world hates so ? 

Edward. Because he loves me more than all the 
world. 
Ah i none but rude and savage-minded men. 
Would seek the ruin of my Gaveston ; 
You that be noble born should pity him. 

Warwick. You that are princely born should shaki^ 
him off; 
For shame, subscribe ! and let the loon depart. 
Mortimer senior. Urge him, my lord. 
Archbixkop, Are you content to banish him the 

realm ? 
Edward. I see I must, and therefore am content ; 
Instead of ink, Til write it with my tears. 
Mortimer junior. The king is love-sick for his minion« 
Edward. 'Tis done— ^and now, accursed hand ! fall 

' off! 
Lancaster. Give it me — I'll have .it publish'd in the 

streets. 
Mortimer jtmior. Fll see him presently dispatch'd 

away. 
Archbishop. Now is my heart at ease, 
Warwick. And so is mine. 
\Pembroke. This will be good news to .the common 

sort. ^ 

Mortim/er senior. Be it or no, he shall not linger here. 

[Exeunt Nobles. 
Edward. How fast they run to banish him I love! 
They would not stir, were it to do me good. 
Why should a king be.^ubjeet to a priest? 
Proud Rome ! that hutchestsuch imperial grooms, 
For these thy superstitious taper-lights> 
Wherewith thy Antichristian churches blaze, 
Til fire thy erased buildings, and enforce ' 
Thy papal towers to kiss the lowly ground!. 
With slaughtei'd priests may Tyber's channel swells 
And banks raise higher with their sepulchres ! 
'As for the peers, that back the clergy thus. 
If I be king, not one of them shall live. 



EDWAIVD II* 329 



Enter GAvfisTON** 
Gaveston, My lord, I hear it whisper'd every-wberey 
That I am banish'd, and must fly the land. . 
Edward. 'Tis true, sweet Gaveston — Oh ! were itj^ 
were it false ! 
The legate of the pope will have it so, 
And thou must hence, or I shall be depos'd. 
But I will reign to be reveng'd of them ; 
And therefore^ sweet friend, take it patiently. 
Live where thou wilt, I'll send thee gold enough; 
And long thou shalt not.stay, or, if thou do'st, 
ril come to thee ; my love shall ne'er decline. 

^GaveiUm, Is all my hope turn'd to this hell of grief? 
■ Edward, Rend not my heart with thy too piercing 

words : 
Thou from this land, I from myself am banish'd. 
. Gaveston, To go from hence grieves not poor 
Gaveston ; 
But to forsake you, in whose gracious looks 
The blessedness of Gaveston remains ; 
For no ^here else seeks he felicity. 

Edward. And only this torments my wretched soul. 
That, whether I will or no, thou -must depart* 
Be governor of Ireland in my stead, 
And there abide till fortune call thee home. 
Here, take my picture, and let me wear thine* 
0, might: I -keep thee here, as I do. this, 
Happy were I ! but now most miserable! 

Gaveston. 'Tis something to be pitied of a king. 
. Edward, Thou shalt not hence— I'll hide thee, 
Gaveston. 
Gaveston. I shall be found, and then 'twill grieve me 
more. 
. Edward.. Kind words, and mutual talk, makes our 

grief greater : 
Therefore, with dumb embracement, let us part — 
Stay, Gaveston, I cannot leave thee thus. 

* The exit of Gaveston is not marked, bat it takes place proba- 
bly shortly before Edward signs his banishment. C. 
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GaveiUm. For every look, ray love drops down a tear : 
Seeing I must go, do not renew my sorrow. 

Edward. The time is little that thou hast to stay, 
And therefore give me leave to look my fill : 
But come, sweet friend, Til bear thee on thy way. 

Gaveiton. The peers will frown. 

Edward, I pass not for their anger-^ome let's go ; 

that we might as well return as go 1 

Enter Edmund* and Qu£ek Isabel. 
Queen. Whither goes my lord ? 
Edward. Fawn not on me, French strumpet! get 

thee gone. 
Queen. On whom but on my husband should I fawn ? 
Gave$ton. On Mortimer! with whom, imgentle 

queen— 

1 say no more«-judge you the rest, my lord. 

Queen. In saymg this thou wrongest me, Gravestcm : 
Is*t not enough that thou corrupt'st my lord, 
And art a bawd to his afiecti<Mis, 
But thou must call mine honour thus in question ? 

'Gaveston. I mean not so ; your grace must pardon 
me. 

Edward. Thou art too familiar with that Mortimer, 
And by thy means is Gaveston exil'd ; 
But I would wish thee reconcile the lords, 
Or thou shalt ne'er be reconcil'd to me. 

Queen. Your highness knows it lies not in my power. 

Edward. Away then ! touch me not — Come Oa^vei- 
ton. 

Queen. Villain ! 'tis thou that robb'st me of my Uard. 

Gaveston, Madam ! 'tis you that rob me of my lord. 

Edward, Speak not unto her; let her droop and 
pine. 

Queen, Wherein, my lord, have I desarv'd these* 
words ? 
Witness Ae tears that Isabella sheds, 



* Edmund means Edmond Earl of Kent, but in other parts of 
the play he is olbn called Kent. In this seene he seems nmely a 
mute. 
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Witness this heart, that, sighing for thee, breaks, 
How dear my lord is to poor Isabel. 

Edward. And witness heaven how dear thott art to 
me! 
There weep : for till my Gayeston be repeal'd, 
Assure thyself thou com*st not in my sight. 

[Exeunt Edward and Gavaion. 

Queem. O miserable and distressed queen ! 
Would, when I left sweet France, and was embark'd. 
That charming Circe, walking on the waves. 
Had chang'd my shape, or at the marriage-day 
The cup of Hymen had been full of poison, 
Or with those arms, that twin*d about my neck, 
I had been stifled, and not liv'd to see 
The king my lord thus to abandon me ! 
Like frantick Juno will I fill the earth 
With ghastly murmur of my sighs and cries ; 
For never doated Jove on Ganymede 
So much as he on cursed Gaveston. 
But that will more exasperate his wrath ; 
I must intieat him, I must speak him fair, * 

And be a means to call home Gaveston : 
And yet he'll ever doat on Gaveston ; 
And so am I for ever miserable. 

Enter the Nobles. 

Lancaster, Look where the sister* of the kin^ of 
France 
Sits wringing of her hands, and beats her bretst ! 

Warwick, The king, I fear, hath ill-treated her. 

Pembroke, Hard is the heart that injures such a 
saint. * 

Mortimer junior. I know 'tis 'long of Gaveston she 
weeps. 

Mortimer senior. Why, he is gone. 

Mortimerjunior. Madam, how fares you? grace ? 

Queen. Ah, Mortimer ! i^ow breaks the king's hate 
forth, 
And he confesseth that he loves me not. 
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Mortimer junior. Cry quittance,. madam^ then; and 

love not him. 
Queen, No, rather will I die a thousand deaths : 
And yet I love in vain — he'll ne'er love me. 

Lancqster, Fear ye not, madam : now his minion's 
gone, 
.His wanton humour will be quickly left. 

Queen, Oh never ! Lancaster : I am enjbin'd 
To sue unto you all for his' repeal ; 
This wills my lord, and this must I perform. 
Or else be banish'd from his highness' presence. 
Lancaster. For hit) repeal, madam ! he comes not 
back. 
Unless the sea cast up his shipwreck'd body. 

Warwick. And to behold so sweet a sight as that, 
There's none here» but would run his horse to death. 
Mortimer junior. But, madam, would you have us 

call him home ? 
Queen. Ay, Mortimer ; for till he be restor'd ' 
The angry king hath banish'd me the court; 
And therefore, as thou lov'st and tender'st me,, 
Be thou my advocate unto these peers. 

Mortimer junior. What ! would you have me plead 

for Gaveston? 
Mortimer senior. Plead for him he that will, I am 

resolv'd. 
Lancaster, And so am I, niy lord ; dissuade the 

queen. 
Queen. O Lancaster ! let him dissuade the kingv . 
For 'tis against my will he should return. 

Warwick. Then speak not for him, let the peasant 

go. 
Queen. 'Tis for myself, I speak, and not for him. 
Pembroke. No . speaking will prevail, and therefore 

cease. 
Mortimer junior. Fair queen, forbear to angle for the 
fish. 
Which, being caught, strikes him that takes it d^ad ; 
I mean that vile Torpedo, Gaveston, 
That now I hope floats on the Irish seas. 
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Queen.. Sweet Mortimer, sit down by me awhile, 
And I will tell thee reasons of such weighty 
As thou wilt soon subscribe to his repeal. 

Mortimer junior. It is impossible; but speak your 

mind. 
Queen. Then thus ; but none shall hear it but our- 
selves. 
Lancaster. My lords, albeit the queen win Mortimer,, 
Will you be resolute, and hold with me ? 
Mortimer senior. Not I, against my nephew. 
Pembroke. Fear not, the queen's words cannot alter 

him. 
Warwick. No, do but mark, how earnestly she 

. pleads. 
Lancaster. And see how coldly his looks make de- 
nial. 
Warwick. She smiles, now for my life: his mind is. 

chang'd. 
Lancaster. Fll (atiber lose his friendship: I, thaa 

grant. 
Mortimer junior. Well, of necessity it must be sOv 
My lords, that I abhor base Gaveston, . 
I hope your honours make no question, 
And therefore, tho' I plead for his repeal, 
'Tis not for his sake, but for our avail : 
Nay, for the realm's behoof, and for the king's. 

Lancaster. Fie, Mortimer, dishonour not thyself ; 
Can this be true, Hwas good to banish, him ? 
And is this true to call him home again? 
Such reasons- make white black, and dark night day. 
Mortimer junior. My lord of Lancaster, mark the re- 
spect. 
Lancaster, In no respect can contraries be true» 
Quem. Yet, good my lord, hear what he canalledge. 
Warwick. All that he speaks is nothing, we are re- 

solv'd. 
Mortimer junior. Dq you. not wish that Gaveston. 

were dead \ 
Pembroke. I would he ^yere, ^ 
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Mortimer junior. Why thdii, my lord, give me but 
leave to speak. 

Mortimer sefUor. Bat, nepkewy do not play the do«' 
phiiter. 

ilfortifn«r jumar. This which I ui^e is of a bunung 
zeal. 
To mend the king, and do our country good. 
Know you not G^veston hath store of goldy 
Which may in Irdand purchase him such Mends, 
As he will front the mightiest of us aU ? 
And whereas he shsdl live and be beloFv'd, 
'Tis hard for us to work his overthrow. 

Warvfick. Mark you but that, my lord of Laneaster. 

Mortimer junior. But were he here, detested as he is^ 
How easily might some base slave be suborned. 
To gpreet his lordship with a ponyard, 
And none so much as blame the mwrderer. 
But rather praise him for that brave attempt. 
And in the chronicle enrol his name^ 
For purging of the realm of such a plague? 

Pembroke* He satth true* 

Lancaster. Ay, but hoW chance this mni^ not done 
before ? 

Mortimer jmnicr. Because^ my lolds, it was not 
thought upon : 
Nay, more, when he shall know it lies in ue 
To banish him^ and then to call him home ; 
Twill make him vail the top^flag of his pride^ 
And fear to otfend the meanest nobleman-. 

Mortimer ienior. But how if be do noty nephew? . 

Mortimer junior. Thenmay we with some*' eolovr rise 
in arms : 
For^ howseover we have bom it out, 
Tie treason to be up against the. king ; 
So shall we have the people on our side^ 
Which for his father's sake lean to the king. 
But cannot brook a night-grown Inushnimp, 
Such a one as my lord of Comwal is. 
Should bear us down of the nobility. 
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And whenihe commons and the nobles join, 
Tis not the king can bnckler Gaveston, 
We'll pull him from the strongest hold he hath. 
My lords if to perform this I be slack. 
Think me as base a groom as Gaveston. 

Lancaster, On that condition, Lancaster will grant* 

Warwick. And so will Pembroke and h 

Mortimer senior. And I. 

Mortimer junior. In this I count me highly gratif^d. 
And Mortimer will rest at your command. 

Queen, And when this favour Isabel foi^ets, 
Then let her live abandoned and forlorn. 
But see in happy time, my lord the king, 
Having brought the earl of Cornwal on his way. 
Is new returned ; this news will glad him much; 
Yet not so much as me ; I love him more 
Than he can Gaveston ; would he lov'd me 
But half so much, then were I treble bless'd! 
Enter king Edward, mourning. 

Edward. He's gone, and for his absence thus I 
mourn. 
Did never sorrow go so near my heart, 
As doth the want of my sweet (javeston I 
And could my crown's revenue bring him back, 
I would freely give it to his enemies, 
And think 1 gain'd, having bought so dear a friend. 

Queen. Hark! how he harps upon his minion. 

Edward. My heart is as an anvil unto sorrow. 
Which beats upon it hke the Cyclops hammers, 
And with the noise turns up mygiddy brain. 
And makes me frantick for my Gfaveston. 
Ah ! had some bloodless fary rose from hell. 
And with my kingly scepter struck me dead. 
When I was forc'd to leave my Gaveston, 

Lancaster, Diablo, what passions call you these? 

Queen, My gracious lord, I come to bring you news. 

Edwitrd. That you haveparly'd with your ](tortimer? 

Quecn.That Gaveston, my lord, shall be repeal'd. 

Edward. Repeal'd ! the news is too sweet to be 
true! 
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Queen, But will yau love me, if you find it so ? 

Edward. If it be so, what will not Edward do? 

Queen. Fpr Gaveston, but not for Isabel. 

Edward. For thee, fair queen, if thou lov'st Gave- 
ston; 
ril hang a golden tongue about thy neck. 
Seeing thou hast pleaded with so good success. 

Queen. No other jewels hang about my neek 
Than these, my lord ; nor let me have more wealth 
Than I may fetch from this rich treasure — 

how a kiss revives poor Isabel ! 

Edward. Once more receive my hand ; and let this 
be 
A second marriage 'twixt thyself and me. 

Queen. And may it prove more happy than the first! 
My gentle lord, bespeak these nobl^ fair. 
That wait attendance for a gracious look, 
And on tl^eir knees salute your majesty. 

Edward. Courageous Lancaster, embrace thy king, 
And as gross vapours perish by the sun, 
Even so let hatred with thy sovereign's smile I 
Live thou with me as my companion. 

Lancaster. This salutation overjoys my heart. 

Edward. Warwick shall be my chiefest counsellor; ' 
These silver hairs will more adorn my court. 
Than gaudy silks, or rich embroidery. 
Chide me, sweet Warwick, if I go astray. 

Warwick. Slay me, my lord, when I offend your grace. 

\Edward. In solemn triumphs, and in publick shows,. 
Pembroke shall bear the sword before the king«. 

Pembroke. And with this . sword Pembroke wjll. fight 
for you. 

Edward. But wherefore walks young Mortimer aside ? 
Be thou commander of our^royal fleet; 
Or, if that lofty office «» like tiiee not, 

1 make thee here lord marshal of the realm* 

Mortimer junior.. My lord, 1*11. marshall,. so. your 
enemies, 

31 — Wee thee not,'] See the Note to Cornelia, p. S47. 
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As England shall be quiet, and you safe. 

Edward. And as for you, lord Mortimer of Ghirke*, 
Whose great atchievements in our foreign war 
Deserve no common place, nor mean reward ; 
fie you the general of the levied troops. 
That now are ready to assail the Scots. 

Mortimer senior. In this your grace hath highly ho- 
nour'd me, 
For with my nature war doth best agree. 

Queen, Now is the king of England rich and strong, 
Having the love of his renowned peers. 

Edward, Ay, Isabel, ne'er' was my heart so light. 
Clerk of the crown, direct our warrant forth, 
For Gaveston to Ireland : Beamont, fly, 
As fast as Iris, or Jove's Mercury! 

Beamont. It shall be done, my gracious lord. 

Edward. Lord Mortimer, we leave you to your 
charge. 
Now let us in, and feast it royally, 
Against our friend the earl of Cornwal comes : 
We'll have a general tilt and tournament ; 
And then his marriage shall be solemniz'd. 
For wot you not that I have made him sure 
Unto our cousin, the earl of Glou'ster's heir ? 

Lancaster. Such news we hear, my lord. 

Edward. That day, if not for him, yet for my sake. 
Who in the triumph will be challenger. 
Spare for no cost, we will requite your love. 

Warwick. In this, or aught your highness shall 
command us. 

Edward. Thanks, gentle Warwick: come, let's in 
and revel. [Exeunt. 

Manent Mortimers. 

Mortimer senior. Nephew, I must to Scotland ; thou 
stay'st here. 
Iicave now to oppose thyself against the king. 
Thou seest by nature he is mild and calm ; 
And, seeing his mind so doats on Gaveston, ' 

vol. II. * 
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Let him without controlment have his will. 
The mightiest kings have had their minions : 
Great Alexander lov'd Hephestion ; 
The conquering ^Herc'les for his Hilas wept; 
And for Patroclus stern Achilles droop'd. 
And not kings only, but the wisest men ; 
The Roman Tully lov'd Octavius ; 
Grave Socrates, wild Alcibiades. 
Then let his grace, whose youth is flexible. 
And promiseth as much as we can wish, 
Freely enjoy that vain light-headed earl ; 
For riper years will wean him from such toys, 
r Mortimer junior. Uncle, his wanton humour grieves »■ 

not me ; 
But this I scorn, that one so basely born 
Should by his sovereign's favour grow so pert. 
And riot with the treasure of the realm. 
While soldiers mutiny for want of pay. 
He wears a lord's revenue on his back, 
And, Midas like, « he jets it in the court. 
With base outlandish ** cullions at his heels, 
Whose proud fantastick liveries make such show,- 
As if that Proteus, god of shapes, appear'd. . 
I have not seen a dapper jack so brisk ; 

** Hercules] AU tte editions read Heetor. S. P. 

See the same allusion in the first scene between Edward and 
Gaveston. 

^ — he jets it in the c<mrt,'] To jet is to strut about, or walk in a 
supercilious, affected, or haughty manner. 

So, in Greene's Quip for an upstart Courtier, &c, 1598 : " — to 
** see in that place sucn a strange headlesse Courtier jettinge up 
** and downe like the usher of a fense-schoole about to play his 
«* prise." 

Ibid. " Was he not caled to be dictator £rom the plough, and 
" after many victories, what, did he jet up and down the court, in 
" costly garments and velvet breeches ?" 

Churchyard's Challenge, 1595, p. 228 : 

" Some in their ruffe, would J«t about the hall." 

Dekkar's Bel-man cf London, B 2 : " how villainy >«ttes in nlks, • 
" and like a god adorde V 

Dekkar's Bel-man's night-walkes, H 4 : " they ^jetted up and 
'* downe like proud Tragedians." 

*« ctUUons] S«e^Note^7 to Gammer Gurton*s Needle* 



EPWARD II. 339 



He wears a short Italian hooded cloak, 
Larded with pearl, and, in his Tuscan cap, 
A jewel of more value than the crown. 
Whiles others walk below, the king and he, 
From out a window, laugh at such as we, 
And flout our train, and jest at our attire. 
Uncle, 'tis this that makes me impatient. 

Mortimer senior. But, nephew, now you see the king 

is changed. 
Mortimer junior. Then so am I, and live to do him 
service ; 
But whilst 1 have a sword, a hand, a heart, 
I will not yield to any such upstart. 
You know my mind : come, uncle, let's away. [Exeunt, 
Enter SpeIjcer and Baldock. 
Baldock, Spencer, seeing that our lord the earl of 
Glou'ster's dead. 
Which of the nobles dost thou mean to serve ? 
Spencer, Not Mortimer, nor any of his side ; 
Because the king and he are enemies. 
Baldock, learn this of me, a factious lord 
Shall hardly do himself good, much less us; 
But he that hath the favour of a king 
May with one word advance us while we live : 
The liberal earl of Cornwal is the man, 
On whose good fortune Spencer's hope depends. . 
Baldock, What ! mean you then to be his follower? * 
Spencer, No, his companion ; for he loves me well, 
And would have once preferred me to the king. 

Baldock. But he is banish'd, there's small hope of;. 

him. 
Spencer. Ay, for a while; but, Baldock, mark the ^ 
end. 
A friend of mine told me in secresy. 
That he's repeal'd, and sent for back again ; 
And even now a post came from the court 
With letters to our lady from the king ; 
And as she read'She smiFd, which makes me think 
It is about her lover Gaveston. 

Baldock. 'Tis like eopugh ! for siooe he was exil'.d!» 
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She neither walks abroad, nor comes iu sight. 
But I had thought the match had been broke off. 
And that his banishment had changed her mind. 

Spencer, Our lady^s first love is not wavering : 
My life for thine she will have Gaveston. 

Baldock. Then hope I by her means to be preferr'd. 
Having read unto her since she was a child. 

Spencer. Then, Baldock, you must cast the scholar 
off, 
And learn to court it like a gentleman. 
'Tis not a black coat and a little band, 
A velvet-cap'd cloak, fac'd before with serge. 
And smelling to a nosegay all the day. 
Or holding of a napkin in your hand. 
Or saying a long grace at a table's end, 
^ Or making low legs to a nobleman, 
. Or looking downward, with your eye>lids close. 
And saying, truly an't may please your honour. 
Can get you any favour with great men : 
You must be proud, bold, pleasant, resolute. 
And now and then stab, as occasion serves. 

Baldock. Spencer, thou know'st I hate such fonnal 
toys. 
And use them but of meer hypocrisy. 
Mine old lord while he liv'd was so precise. 
That he would take exceptions at my buttons 
And, being like pins' heads, blameme for the l^igness; 
Which made me curate-like in mine attire. 
Though inwardly licentious enough, . , 

And apt for any kind of villainy. 
^ I am none of these common pedants, I, 
That cannot speak without propter ea quod. 

Spencer. But one of those that saith, quandoquidem, 
And hath a special gift to form a verb. 

» Or making low legt] See Note SO to The Partpn't Weddktg, 
voL XI. 

^1 am none of these common pedantt, I,] Br. Farmer obsenresi 
that this duplication of the pronoun was formerly veiy common. 
See several instances of it by him, Mr. Steevens, aad Mr. Msiane, 
in Note to Second Partof jLti^ Hennf iV.A. t* S. 4. 
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Baldock, Leare off this jesting, here my lady comes. 

Enter the Lady. 

Lady. The grief for his exile was not so mach, 
As is the joy of his returning home. 
This letter came from my sweet Gaveston : 
What need'st thou, love, thus to excuse thyself? 
I know thou could'st not come and visit me : [reads. 
I will not long be from thee, tho* I die. 
This argues the entire love of my lord : [reads. 

When I forsake thee, death seize on my heart. 
But stay thee here where Gaveston shall sleep. 
Now to the letter of my lord the king. 
He wills me to repair unto the court, 
And meet my Gaveston : why do I stay, 
Seeing that he talks thus of my marriage-day ? 
Who's there, Baldock ? 
^ee that my coach * be ready, I must hence. 

Baldock. It shall be done, madam. [Exit. 

Lady, And meet me at the park-pail presently. 
Spencer, stay you and bear me company. 
For I have joyful news to tell thee of; 
My lord of Comwal is a coming over, 
And will be at the court as soon as we. 

Spencer. I knew the king would have him home again. 

Lady. If all things ^ sort out, as I hope they will^ 
Thy service, Spencer, shall be thought upon. 

Spencer. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

Lady. Come, lead the way ; I long till I am there. 

[Exit, 
Enter Edward, /^ Queen, Lakcaster, Mortikkr, 
Warwick, Pembroke, Kent, attendants. 

Edward. The wind is good, I wonder why he stays ^ 
I fear me he is wreck'd upon the sea. 

* " The reign of Elizabeth is generally cited as the period when 
coaches were introduced into England, and under that term car- 
riages of every kind have been considered as included ; but long 
anterior to that reign vehicles with wheels under the denomination 
of chairs, cars, chariots, caroches, and whirlicotes were used in 
England.*' Mr. Markland on Carriages in England See Ar- 
chaelogxa, vol. XX. C. 

"f'-^tortiiuti} Sueoeed, or take effect. SorttrtjfMt. Cotgrave. 
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' Queen,* Look, Lancaster ^ how passionate he is. 
And still his mind runs* on his minion ! 

Lancaster, My lord. 

Edward, How now! what news? isGavestonarriv'd? 

Mortimer junior. Nothing but Gavesto A ! what means 
your grace ? 
You have matters of more weight to think upon ; 
The king of France sets foot in Normandy. 

Edward, A trifle ! we'll expel him when we please. 
But tell me; Mortimer, what's thy device. 
Against the stately triumph we decreed ? 

Mortimer*. A. homely one, my lord, not worth the 
telling. 

Edward. Pray thee, let me know it. 

Mortimer junior. But seeing you are so desirous, thus 
it is : 
A lofty cedar-tree fair flourishing, 
Oti whose top-branches kingly eagles perch, 
And by the bark a canker creeps me up. 
And gets unto the highest bough of all : 
The motto, JEque tandem. 

Edward. And what is yours, my lord of Lancaster? 

Lancaster. My lord, mine's more obscure than Mor- 
timer's. 
Pliny reports, there is a ^8 flying fish. 
Which all the other fishes deadly hate, 
And therefore being pursued, it takes the air : 
No sooner is it up, but there's a fowl 
That seizeth it: this fish, my lord, I bear, 
The motto this :- Undique mors est. 

Edward. Proud Mortimer ! ungentle Lancaster ! 
Is this the love you bear your sovereign ? 
Is this the fruit your reconcilement bears ? 
Can you in words make show of amity. 
And in your shields display your rancorous minds ? 
What call you this but private libelling, • 
Against the earl of Cornwal and my brother ? 

Queen. Sweet husband ! be content, they all love you. 

♦ Junior omitted. 

M —ajlyingfish,} The ExiK(etus,- See Pliaii Nat. Hia* UU w. 19. 
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Fxiward, They love me hot that hate my Gaveston. 
1 am that cedar, shake me not too much ; 
And you the eagles ; soar ye ne'er so high, 
I ha?e the gresses^ that will pull you down, 
And JEque tandem shall that canker cry 
Unto the proudest peer of Britainy. 
Though thou'Compar*st him to a flying fish, 
And threat'nest death whether he rise or fall ; 
'Tis not the hugest monster of the sea, 
Nor foulest harpy, that shall swallow him. 

Mortimer junior. If in his absence thus he favours 
hiin, 
What will he do when as he shall be present? 

Lancaster. That shall we see ; look where his lord- 
ship comes. 

Enter Gateston. 
'Edward. My Gaveston! welcome to Tinmouth ! wel- 
come to thy friend ! 
Thy absence made me droop, and pine away ; 
For as the lovers of fair Danae, 
When she was lockt up in a brazen tower, 
Desir'd her more, and waxt outrageous. 
So did it fare with me : and now thy sight 
Is sweeter far, than was thy parting hence 
Bitter and irksome to my sobbing heart. 

Gaveston, Sweet lord and king, your speech pre- 
venteth mine. 
Yet have I words left to express ray joy : 
The shepherd, nipt with biting winter's rage, 
Frolicks not more to see the painted springs 
Than I do to behold your majesty. 

Edward. Will none of you salute my Gaveston ? 
Lancaster. Salute him? yes; welcome, lord cham- 
berlain. 
Mortimer junior. Welcome is the good earl of 

Comwal. 
Warwick . Welcome, lord governor of the Isle of Man. 

^ '—gresses] Or, as it is more commonly written, Jesses, which^ 
Latham says, are those short straps of leather, which are fastened 
" to- the hawk's-legges, and so to the lease by varvels, amlets/ or 
" such like." 



34"! EDWARP II. 



Pembroke. Welcome^ master secretary. 

Edmund. Brother, do you hear them ? 

Edward, Still will these earls and baroDs use me 

thus? 
Gaveston. My lord, I cannot brook these injuries. 
Queen, Ah me I poor soul, when these begin to pr, 
Edward. Return it to their throats, FU be thy war- 
rant. 
Gaveston, Base, leaden earls, that glory in your birth. 
Go sit at home and eat your tenants beef; 
And come not here to scoff at Gaveston,. 
Whose mounting thoughts did never creep so low, 
As to bestow a look on such as you* 

Lancaster, Yet I disdain not to do this for you. 

[Drams, 
Edward, Treason ! treason ! wber^*s the traitor ? 
Pembroke, Here! here! king: convey heuce Ga- 
veston, they'll murder him. 
Gaveston. Tlie life of thee shall salve this foul dis- 
grace. 
Mortimer junior. Villain! thy life, unless I miss 

mine aim. 
Queen, Ah! furious Mortimer, what hast thou done? 
Mortimer, No more than I would answer, were he 
slain. 
' Edward, Yes, more than thou canst answer, though 

he live ; 
Dear shall you both abide this riotous deed. 
Out of my presence ! come not near the court ! 

Mortimer junior, I'll not be barr'd the court for Ga- 
veston. 
Lancaster, We'll hale him by the ears unto the block. 
Edward. Look to your own heads; his is sure enough. 
Warwick, Look to your own crown, if you back him 

. thus. 
Edmund, Warwick, these words do ill beseem thy 

years. 
Edward, Nay all of them coni^ire to cross me thus; 
But, if I live, 1*11 tread upon their heads, 
That think with high looks thus to tread me down. 
Come, Edmund, let's away^ and levy men, 
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'Tis war that must abate these barons' pride. 

[Exit the Kihg^ 
H'arwick. Let's to our castles, for the king is mov'd. 
Mortimer junior, Mov'd may he be, and perish in 

hiswrath! 
Lancaster. Cousin, it is no dealing with him now, 
He means to make us stoop by force of arms ; 
And therefore let us jointly here protest, 
To prosecute that Gayeston to the death. 

Mortimer junior. By heaven! the abject villain shall 

not live. 
Warwick. V\\ have his blood, or die in seeking it. 
Pembroke. The like oath Pembroke takes. 
Lancaster. And so doth Lancaster. 
Now send our heralds to defie the king ; 
And make the people swear to put him down. 

Enter a Post. 
Mortimer junior i Letters ! from whence ? 
Messenger. From Scotland, my lord. 
Lancaster. Why, how now, cousin, how fare all our 

friends ? 
Mortimer junior. My uncle's taken prisoner by the 

Scots. 
Lancaster. We'll have him ransom'd, man ; be of 

good cheer. 
Mortimer junior. They rate his ransom at five thou- 
sand pound. 
Who should defray the money but the king, 
Seeing he is taken prisoner in his wars? 
I'll to the king. 

Lancaster. D.o, cousin; and I'll bear thee company. 
Warwick. Mean time, my lord of Pembroke aiid 
myself * * 

Will to Newcastle here, and gather head. 

Mortimer junior. About it then, and we will follow 

you. 
Lancaster. Be resolute and full of secresy. 
Warwick. I warrant you. 

M^tiMer junior. Cousin, and if he will not random 
him. 
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ril thunder such a peal into his ears, 
As never suhject did unto his king. 

Lancaster, Content, Til bear my part — Holla ! who's 

there ? 
Mortimer junior. Ay, marry, such a guard as this 

doth well. 
Lancaster. Lead on the way. 
Guard, Whither will your lordships ? 
Mortimer junior. Whither else but to the king ?« 
Guard, His highness is disposed to be alone. 
Lancaster, Why, so he may ; but we will speak to 

him. 
Guard, You may not in, my lord. 
Mortmer junior. May we not? 

Enter Edward. 
Edward, How now ! what noise is this ! 
Who have we there, is't you ? 
Mortimer junior. Nay, stay, my lord, I come to bring 
you news ; 
Mine uncle is taken prisoner by the Scots. 
Edward, Then ransom him. 
Lancaster. Twas in your wars, you should ransom 

him. 
* Mortimer junior. And you shall ransom him, or 

else — 
Edmund, What! Mortimer, you will not threaten 

him? 
Edward, Quiet yourself, you shall have the broad seal, 
To gather for him throughout the realm. 
Lancaster, Your minion Gaveston hath taught you 

this. 
Mortimer junior. My lord, the family of the Mortimers 
Are not so poor, but, would they sell their land. 
Could levy men enough to anger you. 
We never beg, but use such prayers as these. 
Edward. Shall I still be haunted thus ? 
Mortimer junior t Nay, now you are here alOne, I'll 

speak my mind. 
Lancaster, And so will I ; and then, my lord, 
farewell. 



EDWARD II. 347 



Mortimer junior. The idle triumphs, masks, lascivious 
shows, 
And prodigal gifts bestow'd on Gaveston, 
Have drawn thy treasure dry, and made thee weak ; 
The murmuring commons, overstretched, break ^®. 

Lancaster. Look for rebellion, look to be depos'd ; 
Thy garrisons are beaten out of France, 
And, lame and poor, lie groaning, at the gates. 
The wild Oneyle, with swarms of'* Irish kerns, 

* hreah] All the editions read hath, 

'* Irish kernSfJ '* Kern in Ireland is a kind of foot souldier lightly 
*• armed with a dart orskeyii." Blount's Glossary. " Th€ kerne,** 
*f says Bamaby Ryche, in his Description of Ireland. 1610, p. 37. 
" are the very drosse and scum of the countrey, a generation of vil- 
*' laines not worthy to live : these be they that live by robbing and 
" spoiling the poore countreyman, that maketli him many times to 
" buy bread to give unto them, though he want for himselfe and his 
*• poore children. These are they, that are ready to run out with 
" everie rebel 1 ; and these are theverie hags of hell, fit for nothing but 
" lor the gallows." The following description of the Irish in general, 
and of the dress of the Kern in particular, is extracted uom. the 
Second Part of The Image of Irelande, by John Derricke, 4to. 
B. L. 1581 : 

** This bride it is the soile, 

*' the bridegrome is the karney 
" With writhed glibbes like wicked sprits, 

" with visage rough and steame. 
" With seniles upon their poules, 

"ansteade of civill cappes : 
" With speares in hand, and swordes by sides, 

" to beare of after clappes. 
« With jackettes long and large, 
" whiche shrowde simplicitie: 
" Though spitfull dartes which thei do beare 

" importe iniquitie. 
" Their skirtes be verie strange, 

*' not reachyng paste the ^ie : 
" With pleates on pleates thei pleated axe, 

" as thicke as pleates maie lye. 
" Whose sieves hang trailing doune 

** almost unto the shoe : 
" And with a mantell commonlie, 

" the Irish home doe goe. 
** Now some emongst the reste, 

" doe use an other weede : 
" A coate I meaae of strange device^ 
** which fancie first did breede. 
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Live uncontrol'd with the '* English pale^ 
Unto the walls of York the Scots make road. 
And unresisted draw away rich spoils. 

Moriifner junior. The haughty Dane commands the 
narrow seas, 
Whil6 in the harbor ride thy ships unriggM. 

Lancaster. What foreign prince sends thee embas- 
sadors ? 
Mortimer junior. Who loves thee? but a *'sort of 

flatterers. 
Lancaster. Thy gentle queen, sole sister to Valoys, 
Complains, that thou hast left her all forlorn. 
Mortimer junior. Thy court is naked, being belreftof 
those 



" His skirtes be verie shortie, 

" "with pleates set thicke about, 
" And Irish trouzes, &c." 

The same writer hath given a long detail of the manners of the 
Irish kerns. See also Dr. Warburton's Note on "Macbeth, A. 1. S. 2. 

®* English paleJ] " The English pale," says Boate, in his Ire- 
land's Slaiural History, 1657, p. 7. " comprehendeth onlie four 
" counties, one whereof is in Ulster, viz. Louth, and the other three 
'' in Leinster, to wit, Meath, Dublin, and Kildare : the original of 
" which division is this. The English at the first conquest, under 
" the reign of Henry the Second, having within a little time con- 
" quered great part of Ireland, did afterwards, in the space of not 
" very many yeares, make themselves masters of almost all the rest, 
" having expelled the natives (called the Wild Irish, because that 
" in all manner of wildness they may be compared with the most 
" barbarous nations of the esurth) into the desart "woods and 
" mountains. But afterwards being fallen at ods among them- 
** selves, and making severall great watres the one upon the other, 
** the Irish thereby got the opportunitie t6 recover now this, and 
' ' then that part oif the land ; whereby, and through the degenerat- 
" ing of a great many from time to time, who, joining themselves 
** with the Irish, took upon them their wild fashions and their 
" language, the English in length of time came to be so much 
*' weaJcened, that at last nothing remiained to them of the whole 
" kingdome, worth the speaking of, but the great cities and the 
** forenamed four counties ; to whom;bhe name of Pale was giveii> 
« because that the authority and government of the kings of Eng- 
** land, and the English colonies or plantations. Which -before had 
" been spread over the whole land, notv were reduced to so small a 
" compass, and as it were impaled withiii the same." 

» _ sort'] See Note 4. to Oarmer GisMits NeeUe* 
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That make a king seem glorious to the urorld : 
I mean the peers, whom thou shouId*ftt dearly love : 
Libels are cast against thee in the street ; 
Ballads and rhimes made of thy overthrow. 

Lancaster. The Northern borderers seeing their 
houses burnt, 
Their wives and children slain, run up and down. 
Cursing the name of thee and Gaveaton* 

Mortimer junior. When wert thou in the field with 
banner spread ? 
But once : and then thy soldiers march'd like players. 
With 9* garish robes, not armor ; and thyself, 
Bedaub'd with gold, rode laughing at the rest, 
Nodding and shaking of thy spangled crest. 
Where women's favors hung like labels down. 

Lancaster. And thereof came it, that the fleering 
Scots, 
To England's high disgrace, ^^have made this jig ; 
^ Maids of England, sore may you woorm. 
For your lemmons you have lost, at Bennocka born, 



^ — gorish"] Splendid, gaudy, A word used by Shakspeare* 
Richard III. A. 4. S. 4 : 

a gariBh fl^g*'* 



ti 



Romeo and Juliet, A. 3, S. 4 : 

*• all the world shall be in love with night, 

*' Aid pay no worship to the garish Bwa." ' 
And by Milton^ II Pen$erosOt I. 141 : . , > / 

.. V ^ide.i^e frorji di^y'i gariih eye.*' ^ ' 

^^r-have mgde, this jig ij A jig, in Marlow's tin^^, wf^ jiot a 
dai^ce only, if at all, but a Ballad. In the Harleian Collection of 
Old Ballads, now in the possession of Thomas Pearson, Esq. are 
several under this title, as, " A Northerne j ge^ called Daintie come 
'* thou to me" *f A ^nerry new jigge, or the pleasant wooiiig betwixt 
" Kit and Pegge" " Ae West Country Jigg, or A Trenchmore 
" Galliatd ;** and several others. 

Again, in The Fatall Contract, by Hemmings, A. 4. S. 4 : 
" Wee*l hear Jigg, 
" How is your ballad titl'd.'* 
See also Mr. Steeven's N&te on HamUt, A. 3. St S2 : 
* Maids of England, &c-] In Fabian's Chronicle, p. 155. vol. II. 
th.e.96 verses are given with some variation. " Than the Scottes 
* enflamed with pryde in derysyon of the Englishmen, made thys 
'* ryme as followoth : 
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With a heave and a ho. 
What weetieth the king of England, 
So soon to have won Scotland 
With a rombelow ? 

Mortimer junior, ^v^ore * shall fly, to set my uncle 
free. 

Lancaster. And when 'tis gone, our swords shall 
purchase more. 
If ye be mov'd, revenge it as you can ; 
Look next to see us with our ensigns spread. 

[Exeunt nobles. 

Edward. My swelling heart for very anger breaks ! 
How oft have I been baited by these peers, 
And dare not be reveng'd, for their pow'r is great ! 
Yet, shall the crowing of these cockerels 
Affright a lion ? Edward, unfold thy paws, 
And let their lives* blood slake thy fury's hunger. 
If I be cruel and grow tyrannous. 
Now let them thank themselves, and rue too late. 

Kent. My lord, I see your love to Gaveston 
Will be the ruin of the realm and you. 
For now the wrathful nobles threaten wars ; 
And therefore, brother, banish him for ever. 

Edward. Art thou an enemy to my Gaveston ? 

Kent, Ay, and it grieves me that I favoured him. 

Edward. Traitor, be gone! whine thou with Mortimer. 

Kent. So will I, rather than with Gaveston. 

Edward. Out of my sight, and trouble me no more ! 

Kent, No marvel that thou scorn thy noble peers. 
When I thy brother am rejected thus. [Exit, 

" Maydens of Englande sore may ye mome, 

" For your lexnmans ye have lost at Banockys borne, 

" Wyth here a lowe. 
" Wliat weneth the king of England, ' 
'' So soone to have wone Scotlande, 
" Wyth rumbylowe. 
" Thys songe was after many dales song in daunces in the carols 
« of the maydens and mynstrelles of Scotland to the reprofe and 
" dipdayne of. Englyshemen, with dyvers other whych I over 
**■ passe." 

* Mortimer junior was of Wigmore. O.jCr. 
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Edward. Away ! Poor Gaveston, that hast no friend 
but me ; 
Do what they can, we'll live in Tinmouth here. 
And, so I walk with him about the walls, 
What care [ though the earls begirt us round !— » 
Here cometh she that's cause of all these jars. 

Enter the Queen, three Ladies, Baldock, and 

Spencer. 

Queen, My lord, *tis thought the earls are up in arms 

Edward. Ay, and 'tis likewise thought you favour them. 

Queen. Thus do you still suspect me without cause ? 

Ladies^ Sweet uncle ! speak more kindly to the queen. 

Gaveston, My lord, dissemble with her, speak her fair. 

Edward. Pardon me, sweet ! I forgot myself. 

Queen. Your pardon is quickly got of Isabel!. 

Edward. The younger Mortimer is grown so brave, 
That to my face he threatens civil wars. 

Gaveston. Why do you not commit him to the Tower? 

Edward. I dare not, for the people love him well. 

Gaveston. Why then we'll have him privily made 
away. 

Edward. Would Lancaster and he had both carous'd 
A bowl of poison to each other's health ! 
But let them go; and tell me what are these. 

1 Lady, Two of my father's servants whilst he liv'd : 
May't please your grace to entertain them now ? 

Edward. Tell me, where wast thou born ? 
What is thine arms ? 

Baldock. My name is Baldock ; and my gentry 
I fetch from Oxford, not from heraldry. 

Edward. The fjtter art thou, Baldock, for my turn. 
Wait on me, and I'll see thou shalt not want. 

Baldock. I humbly thank your majesty. 

Edward. Knowest thou him, Gaveston ? 

Gaveston. Ay, my lord, his name is Spencer, he is 
well allied ; 
For my sake, let him wait upon your grace ; 
Scarce shall you find a man of more desert. 
. jE({fi;afd. Then, Spencer, wait upon roe; for his sake 
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I'll grace thee with a higher stile ere long. 

Spencer, No greater titles happen unto me, 
Than to be favoured of your majesty. 

Edward. Cousin, this dayshall be your marriage-'feast. 
And, Gaveston, think that I love thee well. 
To wed thee to our niece, the only heir 
Unto the earl of Glo'ster late deceas'd. 

Gaveston. I know, my lord, many will stomach me ; 
But I respect neither their love nor hate. 

Edward, The head-strong barons shall not limit me ; 
He that I list to favour shall be great. 
Come, let's away ; and, when the marriage ends. 
Have at the rebels, and their 'complices ! [Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Lancaster, Mortimer junior, Warwick, 

Pembroke, and Kent. 

Kent. My lords, of love to this our native land, 
I come to join with you, and leave the king ; 
And in your quarrel and the realm's behoof 
Will be the first that shall adventure life. 

Lancaster. I fear me, you are sent of policy. 
To undermine us with a shew of love. 

Warwick. He is your brother, therefore have we cause 
To cast the worst, and doubt of your revolt. 

Edmund. Mine honour shall be hostage of my truth : 
If that will not suffice, farewell, my lords. 

Mortimer junior^ Stay, Edmund ; never was Planta- 
genet 
False of his word, and therefore trust we thee. 

Pembroke, But what's the reason you should leave 
him now? 

Kentf I have inform'd the ear} pf Lancaster. 

Lancaster. And it sufficeth. Now, my lords, know this, 
That Gaveston is secretly arriv'd. 
And here in Tinmouth frolicks with the king. 
Let us with these our followers scale the walls, 
And suddenly surprize them unawares. 

Mortimer junior. 1*11 give the onset. 

Warwick. And I'll follow thee. 

Mf^timer junior. This tottered ensign of my ancestors. 
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Which swept the desert shore of that dead sea, 
Whereof we got the name of Mortimer, 
Will I advance upon this castle's walls. 
Drums strike alarum, raise them from their sport, 
And ring aloud the knell of Gaveston ! 

Lancaster, None be so hardy as to touch the king ; 
But neither spare you Gaveston, nor his friends. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter the King and Spencer ; to ihem Gaveston, 8fc. 

Edward, O tell me, Spencer, where is Gaveston ? 

Spencer, I fear me he is slain, my gracious lord. 

Edward. No, here he comes ; now let them spoil 
and kill. 
Fly, fly, my lords, the earls have got the hold. 
Take shipping and away to Scarborough ; 
Spencer and I will post away by land. 

Gaveston. O stay, my lord, they will not injure you. 

Edward, I will not trust them ; Gaveston, away ! 

Gaveston, Farewell, my lord. 

Edward, Lady, farewell. 

Lady Farewell, sweet uncle, till we meet again. 

Edward, Farewell, sweet Gaveston ; and farewell, 
niece. 

Queen, No farewell to poor Isabell thy queen ? 

Edward' Yes, yes, for Mortimer, your lover's sake. 

[Exeunt omneSy pmter Isabella 

Queen, Heavens can witness, I love none but you. 
From my embracements thus he breaks away. 
O that mine arms could close this isle about, 
That I might pull him to me where I would ! 
Or that these tears, that drissel from mine eyes, 
Had power to mollify his stony heart. 
That when I had him we might never part! 
Enter the Barons. Alarums, 

Lancaster, I wonder, how he 'scap'd ! 

Mortimer junior. Who's this, the Queen? 

Queen, Ay/ Mortimer, the miserable Queen, 
Whose pining, heart her inward sighs have blasted, 
And body with, continual mourning wasted : 
These hands are tir'd with haling of my lord 

VOL. II. . A A 
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From Gaveston, from wicked GayestOQy 
And all in vain; for, when I speak him fair. 
He turns away, and smiles upon his minion. 

Moriimer junior. Cease to lament, and tell us whereas 
the king. 

Queen. What would you with the king? is't him 
you seek? 

LanccuiUr. No^ madam, but that cursed Gaveston. 
Far be it from the thought of Lancaster, 
To ofier violence to his sovereign. 
We would but rid the realm of Gaveston : 
Tell us where he remains, and he shall die. 

Queen. He's gone by water unto Scarborough ; 
Pursue him quickly, and he cannot 'scape ; 
The king hath left him, and his train is smalL 

Warwick. ^7 Forslow no time, sweet Lancaster, let 9 
march. 

Moriimer. How comes it that the king wd he are 
parted ? 

Queen. That thus your army, going several ways> 
Might be of lesser force ; and with the power ' 
That he intendeth presently to raise, 
Be easily suppressed ; therefore be gone. 

Moriimer. Here in the river rides a Flemish hoy ; 
Let*s all aboard, and follow him amain* 

LancaUer, The wind that bears him hence will fill 
our sails : 
Come, come aboard, His but an hour's sailing. 

Moriimer. Madam, stay you within this castle here. 

Queen. No, Mortimer, I'll to my lord the king. 

^ Forslow no time, sweet Lancaster, lei*$ march,'} i. e. Leu no lime, do 
not delay. 

So, in Ben Jonson's Every Man diit of his Humour, A. 5. S. 8 : 
'' Now therefore, if yoa can think upon any present means for his 
** delivery, do not for eslew it." 

Lyly's Eupkues, p. 6S : " Let her foresUno ao occttiaa that may 
" bring the childe to quyetnesse." 

The Curtain Drtiwer of the World, by W. Parkes, 161%, p. 8. 
" How comes it then that prevention never comes 1 that men see 
" this, yet foresee it not ? that men know this, yet foredow it not." 

See also the Thaid Part of King Henry VI. A. 9. S. 3. and Mr. 
Steeven^s Note thevecm. 
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Martmer. Nay, rather sail with us to Scarborough. 

Queen. You know the kiug is so suspicious, 
As, if he hear I have but talkt whh you. 
Mine honour will be call'd in question ; 
And therefore, gentle Mortimer, be gone. 

Mortimer. Madam, I cannot stay to answer you, 
But think of Mortimer as he deserves. 

Queen, So well hast thou deserv'd, sweet Mortimer, 
As Isabell could live with thee for ever. 
In vain I look for love at Edward's hand. 
Whose eyes are fix'd on none but Gaveston : 
Yet once more I'll importune him with prayer; 
If he be strange and not regard my words. 
My son and I will over into France, 
And to the king my brother there complain, 
How Gaveston hath robb'd me of his love : 
But yet I hope my sorrows will have end, 
And Gaveston this blessed day be slain. [Exeunt^ 

Enter Gaveston pursued. 

Gaveston. Yet, lusty lords, I have escap'd your hands. 
Your threats, your larums, and your hot pursuits ; 
And, tho' divorced from king Edward's eyes. 
Yet liveth Pierce of Gaveston unsurpriz'd. 
Breathing, in hope C^malgrado all your beards s^ 
That muster rebels thus against your kind) 
To see his royal sovereign once again. 

Enter the Nobles. 

Warwick. Upon him, soldiers, take away his wea- 
pons. 

Mortimer junior. Thou proud disturber of thy coun- 
try's peace. 
Corrupter of thy king, cause of these broils. 
Base flatterer, yield ! and were it not for shame, 
Shame and dishonour to a soldier's name, 

*• — mtdgndo] ItaL maugr^, in dnpite tf Florio's Dictionary, 
1596. 
» — ott ^ttver iaardsj Ta beazd a person is to oppose him to 

bis face. ' ' 

Again, in this play. 

" These baxoBS thus to yttard me in my land." S. P. 
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Upon my weapon's point here sbould'st dion fall, 
And welter in thy gore. 

Lancaster. Monster of men I that, like the Greekish 
strumpet*, 
Train'd to arms and hloody wars . 
So many valiant knights ; 
Look for no other fortune, wretch, than death ; 
King Edward is not here to buckler thee. 

Warwick, Lancaster, why talk'st thou to the slave ? 
Go, soldiers, take him hence , 
For by my sword his head shall off: 
Gaveston, short warning shall serve thy turn. 
It is our country's cause, 
That here severely we will execute 
Upon thy person : hang him upon a bough. 

Gaveston. My lords! — 

Warwick, Soldiers, have him away ; 
But for thou wert the favourite of a king. 
Thou shalt have so much honour at our hands. 

Gavestim. I thank you all, my lords: then I perx^eive. 
That heading is one, and hanging is the other. 
And death is all. 

Enter earl of Arundel. 

Lancaster I How now, my lord of Arundel ? 

Arundel. My lords, king Edward greets you all by 
me. 

Warwick. Arundel, say your message. 

Arundel. His majesty, hearing that you had taken 
Gaveston, 
Intreateth you by me, but that he may 
See him before he dies ; for why he says, 
And sends you word, he knows that die he shall ; 
And, if you gratify his grace so far, 
He will be mindful of the courtesy. 

Warwick. *How now ? 

Gaveston. Renowned Edward, how. thy 4iaine 
Revives poor Gaveston ! 

Wufijdicki No'^ it needeth not: 
Arundel, we will gratify the king 

* Helen 'and the Trojan' war.*^ 
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In other matters, he must pardon us in this. 
Soldiers, away with him* 

Gaveston. Why, my lord of Warwick, 
Will these delays beget me any hopes ? 
I know it, lords, it is this life you aim at, 
Yet grant king Edward this. 

Mortimer junior. Shalt thou appoint what we shall 
grant ? 
Soldiers, away with him : 
Thus we'll 'gratify the king, 
We'll send his head by thee, let him bestow 
His tears on that, for that is all he gets 
Of Gaveston, or else his senseless trunk. 

Lancaster . Not so, my lords, lest he - bestow more 
cost 
In burying him, than he hath ever earn'd. 

Arundel, My lords, it is his majesty's request, 
And on the honour of a king he swears. 
He will but talk with him and send him back. 

Warwick. When, can you tell ? Arundel, no ; we 
wot. 
He that the care of his realm remits, 
And drives his nobles to these exigents 
For Gaveston, will, if he seize him once. 
Violate any promise to possess him. 

Arundel. Then, if you will not trust his grace ' in 
keep. 
My lords, I will be pledge for his return. 

Mortimer junior. It is honourable in thee to offer 
this; 
But for we know thou art a noble gentleman. 
We will not wrong thee -so. 
To make away a true- man for a thief. 

Gaveston. How meanest thou, Mortimer? that is 
over base* 

Mortimer. -Away, base groom, robber of king's ire- 
nown, 
Question witli thy companions and thy mates. 

Pemhrdket My lord Mortimer, and you my lords, 
elich one, 
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To gratify the king's request therein, 
Touching the sending of this Gaveston, 
Because his majesty so earnestly 
Desires to see the man before his death, 
I will upon mine honour undertake 
To carry him, and bring him back again ; 
Provided this, that you, my lord of Arundel, 
Will join with me. 

Warwick. Pembroke, what wilt thou do ? 
Cause yet more bloodshed : is it not enough 
That we have taken him, but must we .now 
Leave him on had I wist, and let him go ? 

Pembroke, My lords, I will not over-woo your ho- 
nours, 
But, if you dare trust Pembroke with the prisoner. 
Upon my oath I will return him back. 

ArufideL My lord of Lancaster, what say you in 
this ? 

Lancaster. Why I say, let him go on Pembroke's 
word. 

Pembroke, And you, lord Mortimer? 

Mortimer junior. How say you, my lord of Warwick ? 

Warwick, Nav, do your pleasures, 
I know how 'twill prove. 

Pembroke, Then give him me. 

Gaveston, Sweet sovereign, yet I come 
To see thee ere I die. 

Warwick. Not yet perhaps, 
If Warwick's wit and policy prevail. 

Mortimer junior^ My lord of Pembroke, we deliver 
him you, 
Return him on your honour, sound away. [Exeunt, 
Manent Pembroke, Matrevis, Gavsstok, and 
Pembroke's men, four soldiers, 

Pembroke, My lord, you shall go with me. 
My house is not far hence, out of the way 
A little ; but our men shall go along. 
We that have pretty wenches to our wives. 
Sir, must not come so near to baulk their lips. 

Matrevis. 'Tis very kindly spoke, my lord of Pem- 
broke ; 
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Toar honour hath an adamant of power 
To draw a prince. 

Pembroke, So, my lord ; come hither, James ; 
I do commit this Gaveston to thee, 
fie thou this night his keeper, in the morning 
We will discharge thee of thy charge ; be gone. 
Gaveston, Unhappy Gaveston, whither goest thou 
now ? [Exit cum urv. Pem. 

Horse-boy. My lord, weUl quickly be at Cobham. 

[Exeunt ambo. 
Enter Gaveston mourning, and the earl of Pem- 
broke's men, 
Gaioeston, O treaeherous Warwick I thus to wrong 

thy friend. 
James. I see it is your life these arms pursue. 
Gaveston, Weaponless must I fall? and die in bands? 
O must this day be period of my life ! 
Center of all my bliss ! and ye be men. 
Speed to the king. 

Enter Wabwick and his company, 
Warwick. My lord of Pembroke's men, 
Strive you no rnore^ I will have that Gaveston* 

James. Your Lordship doth dishonour to yourself. 
And wrong our lord, your honourable friend. 

Warwick. No, James, it is my country's cause I 
follow. 
Go, take the villain ; soldiers, come away. 
We'll make quick work. Commend me to your 

master, 
My friend, and tell him that I watch'd it well. - 
Come let thy shadow parley with king Edward. 

Gaveston, Treacherous earll shall I not see the 

king? 
Warwick. The king of heaven, perhaps, no other 
king. 
Away. 

[JSx6ttn^ Warwick and his men, with Gavbstov. 

Manent James, cum ceteris, 
James. Come, fellows, it booteth not for us to strive. 
We will in haste go certify our lord. [Exeunt. 
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Enter King Edward aiul Spencer, with drums and 

^es, 

Edward. I long to hear an answer from/ the 
barons. 
Touching niy friend, my dearest Gaveston. 
Ah ! Spencer, not the riches of my reahn 
Can ransom him ! ah, he is mark'd to die ! 
I know the malice of the younger Mortimer, . 
Warwick I know is rough, and Lancaster 
Inexorable, and I shall never see 
My lovely Pierce of Gaveston again. 
The barons overbear me with their pride. 

Spencer, Were I king Edward, England's sove- 
reign. 
Son to the lovely Eleanor of Spain, . 
Great Edward Longshank's issue, would I bear 
These braves, this rage, and suffer uncontrol'd 
These barons thus to beard me in my land. 
In mine own realm ? my lord, pardon my speech,. 
Did you retain your father's magnanimity, 
Did you regard the honour of your name. 
You would not suffer thus your majesty 
Be counterbuft of: your nobility. 
Strike off their heads, and let them preach on poles;.* 
No doubt, such lessons they will te^h the rest. 
As by their preachments they will profit much, 
And learn obedience to their lawful kihjg. 

Edward, Yea,- gentle < Spaicer, we have been too., 
mild. 
Too kind to them ; but now have drawn our sword, • 
And, if they send me not my Graveston, ) 

We'll steel it on their crest, and poll their topis. 

Baldock. This haught resolve becomes your ma- 
jesty;- 
You ought not to be tied to their affection. 
As though your highness were a school-boy still>« 
And must be aVd and governM like a child. 

* This is a repetition of a previous expression in the second 
8cen6; and discdunt^fuices' th6 Conjectural emendations* of Mr. 
KeedJ 



EDWARD II. 361 



Enter Hugh Spencer an old mariy father to the 

young Spencer, with his trunchion and soldiers, 

Spencer senior. Long live my sovereign ^ the tioble 
Edward, 
In peace triumphant, fortunate in wars ! 

Edward. Welcome, old man, com'st thou in Ed- 
ward's aid ? 
Then tell the prince, of whence, and what thou art, 

Spencer senior. Lo, with a band of bow-men add of 
pikes, 
*^ Brown bills, and targiteers, four hundred strong, 
Sworn to defend king Edward's royal right, 
I come in person to your miajesty, 
Spencer, the father of Hugh Spencer there. 
Bound to your highness everlastingly, 
For favour done in him unto us all. 

Edward. Thy father, Spencer ? 

Spencer junior. True, and it like your grace. 
That pours in lieu of all your goodness shown, 
'Hifrlife, my lord, before your princely feet^ 

Edward, Welcome ten thousand times, old man, 
again. 
Spencer-, this love; this kindness to thy king, 
Argues thy noble mind and^disposition. 
Spencer, I here create thee eatl of Wiltshire, ' 
'And daily wilL enrich thee with our favour, 
That as the sun-shine shall reflect o'er thee. 
Besides, the more to manifest our love, 
Because we hear lord Btuce doth sell his land. 
And that the Mortimers are in hand withal. 
Thou shalt have crowns of us t'outbid the barons : 
And, Spencer, spare them- not, lay it on. 
Soldiers, a largess and thrice welcome all. 

Spencer. My, lord, here comes the queen. 

^ Broton billt,^ The old weapon of the Enp^lish infaatry, which, 
" says Temple^ ^atw the nuut ghasdy and depU ; Ole wounds. It may 
" be called ihefalcata securis." Dr Joho8on*j Note on Much ado 
about Nothing, A. S. S. 3. 

In the last edition of Shakspeare, the reader will find represen- 
t&tions of the sevetral kinds of bUls which were fonherly.in use. 
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Enter the Queen and her Son, and Levune a 

Frenchman. 

Edward, Madam, what news ? 

Queen, News of dishonour, lord, and discontent. 
Our friend Levune, faithful and full of trust, 
Informeth us, by letters and by words, 
That Valois our brother, king of France, 
Because your highness hath been slack in homage. 
Hath seized Normandy into his bands. 
These be the letters, this the messenger. 

Edward. Welcome, Levune. Tush> Sib, if this be 
all, 
Valois and I will soon be friends again. 
But to my Gaveston : shall I never see, 
Never behold thee more? Madam, in this metier 
We will employ you and your little son ; 
Yo« i^all go parley with the king of Francet 
Boy, see you bear you bravely to the king, 
And do your message with a majesty. 

Prince, Commit not to my youth things of moie 
weight 
Than fits a prince so young as I to bear. 
And fear not, lord and father, heaven's great beams 
On Atlas' shoulder shall not lie more safe. 
Than shall your charge committed to my trust* 

Queen. Ah, boy 1 this towardness makes thy mother 
fear 
Thou art not mark'd to many days on earth* 

Edward, Madam, we will that you with speed be 
shipp'd, 
And this our son ; Levune shall follow you 
With all the haste we can dispatch him hence* 
Chuse of our lords to bear you company. 
And go in peace, leave us in wars at home. 

Queen, Unnatural wars^ where subjects brave their 
king; 
God end them once. My lord, I take my leave. 
To make my preparation for France. 

Enter lord Matbevis. 

Edward. What, lord Matrevis, dost thou come alone? 
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Matrevis. Yea, my good lord, for Gaveston is dead. 

Edward. Ah, traitors 1 have they put my friend to 
death ? 
Tell me, Matrevis, died he ere thou cam'st, 
Or did'st thou see my friend to take his death ? 

Mairevis, Neither, my lord ; for as hewassurpriz'd; 
Begirt with weapons, and with enemies round, 
I did your highness' message to them all ; 
Demanding him of them, entreating rather. 
And said, upon the honour of my name, 
That I would undertake to carry him 
Unto your highness, and to bring him back. 

Edward. And tell me, would the rebels deny me 
that? 

Spencer. Proud recreants ! 

Edward. Yea, Spencer, traitors all. 

Mairevis. I found them at the first inexorable ; 
The earl of Warwick would not bide the hearing, 
Mortimer hardly, Pembroke and Lancaster 
Spake least : and when they flatly had deny'd, 
Refusing to receive me pledge for him. 
The earl of Pembroke mildly thus bespake ; 
My lords^ because our sovereign sends for him. 
And promiseth he shall be safe return'd, 
I will this undertake, to have him hence, 
And see him redelivered to your hands. 

Edward. Well, and how fortunes that he came not ? 

Spencer. Some treason, or some villainy, was the 
cause. 

Matrevis. The earl of Warwick seiz'd him on his way* 
For being delivered unto Pembroke's men. 
Their lord rode home, thinking his prisoner safe ; 
Bat ere he came, Warwick in ambush lay. 
And bare him to his death, and in a trench 
Struck off his head, and march'd unto the camp. 

Spencer. A bloody part, flatly 'gainst law of arms. 

Edward. O shall I speak ! or shall I sigh and die I 

Spencer. My lord, refer your vengeance to the sword 
Upon these barons : hearten up your men ; 
I^et them not unreveng'd murder your friends ! 
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Advance your standard, Edward, in the field,' 
And march to fire them from their starting holes. 

[Edward kneels ^ and saithj 

Edward. By earth, the common mother of us all! 
By heaven, and all the moving orbs thereof! 
By this right hand ! and by my father's sword ! 
And all the honours 'longing to my crown ! 
I will have heads, and lives for him, as many 
As I have manors, castles, towns, and towers. 
Treacherous Warwick ! traiterous Mortimer ! 
If I be England's king, in lakes of gore 
Your headless trunks, your bodies will I trail. 
That you may drink your fill, and quaff in blood. 
And stain my royal standard with the same, 
That so my bloody colours may suggest 
Remembrance of revenge immortally, 
On ybur accursed traiterous progeny. 
You villains that have slain my Craveston. 
And in this place of honour and of trust, 
Spencer, sweet Spencer, I adopt thee here ; 
And merely of our love we do create thee 
Earl of Glo'ster, and lord chamberlain. 
Despite of times, despite of enemies. 

Spencer. My lord, here is a messenger from the 
barons, 
Desires access unto your majesty. 

Edward. Admit him near. 
Enter the herald from the Barons, with hu coat of a¥ms. 

Messenger. Long live king Edward, England's lawful 
lofd! 

Edward. So wish not they I ♦* wis that sent thee^ 
hither. 
Thou com'st from Mortimer and his accomplices, 
A ranker root of rebels never w^. 
Well, say thy message. 

Messenger. The barons up in arms, by me salute • 
YbuT highness with long life and happiness ; 
And bid me say, as plainer to your grace, 
That if without effusion of blood, 

41 _ tois] See Note 89 to Gammer Gurton^t NeedU, 
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You will, this grief have ease and remedy ; 

That from your princely person you remove 

This Spencer, as a putrifyin^ branch, 

That deads the royal vine, whose golden leaves 

Empale yourprincely head, your diadem ; 

Whose brightness such pernicious upstarts dim, 

Say they, and lovingly advise your grace, 

To cherish virtue and nobility, 

And have old servitors in high esteem, 

And shake off smooth dissembling flatterers : 

This granted, they, their honours, and their lives. 

Are to your highness vow'd and consecrate. 

Spencer. Ah, traitors! will they still display their 
pride ? 

Edward. Away, tarry no answer, but be gone ! 
Rebels, will they appoint their sovereign 
His sports, his pleasures, and his company? 
Yet ere thou go, see how I do divorce 

[Embrcices Spencer. 
Spencer from me— Now get thee to thy lords, 
And tell them I will come to chastise them 
For murthering Gaveston : hie thee! get thee^gone! 
Edward, with fire and sword, follows at thy heels. 
My. lord, perceive you how these rebels swell? 
Soldiers, good hearts, defend your sovereign's right. 
For now, even now, we march to make- them' stoop. 
Away ! lExeunt^ 

Aiarums, excursitmtf a great Jight, and a retreat, 

» 

Enter the-Ki'so;- Sfenceb; the father , Speiscer the 
son, and the noblemen of the king's side. 
Edward. Wiij do we sound retreat? upon them^ 
lords ! 
This day I shall pour vengeance with my sword ' 
On those proud rebels that are up in arms. 
And do confront aiid countermand their king. 

Spencer junior, I doubt it not, my lord, right will 

prevail. 
Spencer senior. *Tis not amiss, my liege, for either ' 
part 
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To breathe a while ; our men with sweat and dust 
All choak'd well near, begin to faint for heat. 
And this retire refresheth horse and man. 
Spencer junior. Here come the rebels. 
Enter the baronsy Mortimer, Lancaster, War* 

WICK, Pembroke, &c. 
Mortimer. Look, Lancaster, yondei's Edward 'm(»g^ 

his flatterers. 
Lancaster. And there let him be, till he pay dearly 

for their company. 
Warwick. And shall, or Warwick V sword shall smite 

in vain. 
Edward. What rebels, do you shrink, and sound , 

retreat? 
Mortimer junior. No, Edward, no, thy flatterers faint 

and fly. 
Lancaster. Th'ad best betimes forsake thee, and 
their trains. 
For they*!! bewray thee, traitors as they are. 

Spencer junior. Traitor on thy face, rebellious Lan« 

caster! 
Pembroke, Away, base upstart \ brav'st thou nobles 

thus? 
Spencer senior. A noble attempt! and honourable 
deed! 
Is it not, trow ye, to assemble aid, 
And levy arms against your lawful king? 

Edward, For which ere long their heads shall satisfy, 
To appease the wrath of their offended king. 

Mortimer junior. Then, Edward, thou wilt flght it 
to the last. 
And ratlier bathe thy sword in subjects' blood. 
Than banish that pernicious company ? 

Edward. Ay, traitors all, rather than thus be brav'd, 
Make England's civil towns huge heaps of stones, 
And plows to go about our palace-gates. 

Warwick. A desperate and unnatural resolution ! 
Alarum to the fight, ^St. George for England, 
And the baron's right* 

*2 St. George for England J See Notfe to The Pinner of Wak^ieU, 
vol. III. 
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Edward. St George for England, and king Ed- 
ward's right [Exeunt 
Re-enter Edward, with the barons captives, 

Edward. Now, lusty lords, now, not by chance of 
war. 
Bat justice of the quarrel, and the cause, 
Vail d is your pride ; methinks you hang the heads. 
But we'll advance them, traitors ; now 'tis time 
To be aveng'd on you for all your braves. 
And for the murder of my dearest friend, 
To whom right well you knew our soul was knit. 
Good Pierce of Gaveston, my sweet favourite* 
Ah, rebels ! recreants ! you made him away. 

Edmund. Brother, in regard of thee, and of thy 
land, 
Did they remove that flatterer from thy throne. 

Edward. So, sir, you have spoke ; away, avoid our 
presence ! 
Accurs'd wretches, was*t in regard of usy* 
When we had sent our messengers to request 
He might be spar'd to come to speak with us, 
And Pembroke undertook for his return, 
'That thou, proud Warwick, watch'd the prisoner. 
Poor Pierce, and headed him 'gainst law of arms ; 
For which thy head shall overlook the rest. 
As much as thou in rage outwent'st the rest. 

Warwick. Tyrant ! I scorn thy threats and menaces, 
It is but temporal that thou canst inflict. 

Lancaster. The worst is death, and better die than 
live. 
To live in infamy under such a king. 

Edward. Away with them ! my lord of Winchester: 
' These lusty leaders, Warwick and Lancaster, 
I charge you roundly, ofl* with both their heads, away. 

Warmck, Farewell, vain world! 

Lancaster. Sweet Mortimer, farewell. 

Mm'timer junior. England, unkind to thy nobility. 
Groan for this grief, behold how thou art maimed ! 

Edward. Go, take that haughty Mortimer to the 
Tower, 
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There see him safe bestow'd ; and for the rest, 
Do* speedy execution on them all. Be gone. 

MorUmer junior. What, Mortimer ! can ra^ed stony 
walls 
Immure thy virtue that aspires to heaven ? 
No, Edward, England's scourge, it may not be, 
Mortimer's hopes surmounts his fortune far. 

Edward, Sound drums and trumpets, march with 
me my friends ; 
Edward this day hath crown'd him king anew. [Exit. 

Manent Spencer^/jm*, Lewen*, and Baldock. 

Spencer. Lewen, the trust that we repose in thee. 
Begets the quiet of king Edward's land. 
Therefore be gone in haste, and with advice 
Bestow that treasure on the lords of France, 
That therewith all enchanted, like the guard 
That suffered Jove to pass in sliowers of gold 
To Danae, all aid may be denied 
To Isabel the queen, that now in France 
Makes friends, to cross the seas with her young son. 
And step into his father's regiment. 

Lewen. That's it these barons and the subtle queen 
Long levied at f. 

Baldock. Yea ; but Lewen, thou scest. 
These barons lay their heads on blocks together ; 
Wha:t they intend, the hangman frustrates clean, 

Lewen. Have you no doubt, my lords, I'll clap so 
close 
Among the lords of France with England's gold, 
Hiat Isabel shall make her plaints in vain, 
And France shall be obdurate with her tears. 

Spi^ncer. Then . make for France, amain— ^Lewen, 
away ! 
Proclaim King Edward's wars and victories. 

[Exeunt omnea, 

* This name is misprinted for Levune .whom the Queen' has pre- 
viously mentioned. It must be so read for the measure. C- 

t I think we ought to read leveld at, ue, aimed at. So Sfaak- 
speare. 

** Ambitious York did level at thy crown." S. 
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. Enter Edmund. 
Edmund. TqIt blows the wind for France; blow 
gentle gale, 
Till Edmund 'be arriv'd for England's good! 
^ature, yield to my country's cause in this. 
A brother, no, aliutcher of thy friends. 
Proud Edward, do'st thou banish me thy presence? 
But I'll to France, and chear the wronged queen. 
And certify what Edward's loosness is. 
Unnatural king ! to slaughter noble men 
And cherish flatterers I Mortimer, I stay 
. Thy sweet escape ; stand gracious, gloomy night. 
To his device. 

Enter Mortimer junior, disguised. 
Mortimer junior. . Holla ! , who walketh there ? is't 

you, my lord? 
Edmund. Mortimer, 'tis I ; but hath thy potion 

■ wrought so happily ? 
Mortimer junior. It hath, my lord, the warders all 
asleep, 
I thank them, gave me leave to pass in peace. 
But hath your grace got shipping unto France ? 
Edmund. Fear it not. [Exeunt. 

Enter the Queen and her son*. 
Queen. Ah, boy, our friends do fail us all in France; 
The lords are cruel, and the king unkind t ; 
What shall we do ? 

Prince., Madam, return to England, 
And please my father well ; and then a fig 
For all my uncle's friendship here in France. 
I warrant you, I'll win his highness quickly ; 
He loves me better than a thousand Spencers. 

Queen. Ah, boy, thou art deceiv'd, at least in this, 
To think that we can yet be tun'd together : 
No, no, we jar too far. Unkind Valois ! 
Unhappy Isabel I when France rejects, 
Whither, O whither dost thou bend thy steps ? 

: * The acene ckanges to France. C 
t Charles the 5th her brother.* O. G. 

VOL. II. B B 
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Enter Sir John qf Hehavxt. 

Shr John. Madaniy what cheer? 
' Queen. Ah, good sir John of Henaalt, 
Never so cheerless, nor so far distrest* 

Sir John. I hear, sweet lady, of the king's unkiod- 
ness; 
Bat droop not, madam, noble minds contemn 
Despair : will your mce with me to Henault, 
And there stay time s advantage with your son ? 
How say you, my lord, will you go with your friends, 
And shake off all our fortunes equally ? 

Prince. So pleaseth the queen mymother, me it 
likes. 
The king of England, not the court of France, 
Shall have me from my gracious mother's side. 
Till I be strong enough to break a staff; 
And then have at the proudest Spencer's head. 

Sir John. Well said, my lord. 

Queen. Oh, my sweet heart I how do I moan thy 
wrong, 
Yet triumph in the hope of thee my joy 1 
Ah, sweet sir John, even to the utmost verge 
Of Europe, or the shore of Tanaise, 
Will we with thee to Renault, so we will. 
The marquess is a noble gentleman. 
His grace I dare presume will welcome me. 
But who are these ? 

Enter Edmvkd and Mortimer junior. 

Edmund. Madam, long may you live. 
Much happier than your friends in England do ! 

Queen. Lord Edmund and lord Mortimer alive I 
Welcome to Francel the news was hore, my lord. 
That you were dead, or very near your death. 

Mortimer junior. Lady, Uie last was truest of the 
twain : 
But Mortimer, reserved for better hap, 
Hath shaken off the thraldom of the Tower, 
And lives t*advance your standard, good my lord. 

Prince. How mean you, and the king my father 
lives ? 
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No, my lord Mortimer^ not I, I trgv* 

Queen. Not 900, why not? I would it wei€ oo worse. 
But, gentle hrdi, friendless we are in France. 
MoT^mer junior. Monsieur le Qfandi a noUe friend 
of yours. 
Told us, at our arrival, all the news; 
How hard the nobles, how unkind the king 
Hath shewed himsetf : but, madam, right makes room. 
Where weapons won't; and though so many friends 
Axe made away, as Warwick, Lancaster, 
And others of our party and faction ; 
Yet ha?e we friends, assure your grace, in EnglaQd, 
Would cast up caps, and dap their hands for joy. 
To see us there, appointed for our foes* 
Edmimd. Would aU were weU, ^d Edward w^U re- 
claimed. 
For England's honour, peace, and quietness! 
Mortimer junior. But hf the sword, my lord, it 
nusC be desenr'd ; 
The king will ne'er forsake his flatterers. 

Sir John. My lords of Englandi sith th' ungentle 
king 
Of France refuseth to gpive aid of arms 
To this distiessed queen his sister here, 
Go you with her to Henault; doubt ye not, 
We will find comfort, moiiey, men, and friends 
Ere long, to bid the English king abase* 
How say, young tprince, what think you of the match? 
Prince. I think, king Edward will outrun vu all. 
Queen. Nay 900, not so ; and you must not discou- 
rage 
Your friends, that axe so forward in your aid. 

Edmund. Sir J<din of Henault, pardon us, I ptay ; 
These comforts that you give our woeful queen 
Bind us in kindness all at your commsjid. 

Queen. Yea, gentle brother; and the God of heav'n 
Prosper your happy motion, good sir John ! 
MmiHmer junior. This noble geaitleman^ forward in 
arms, 
Was born, I see, to be our anchor-hold^ 
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Sir Johu of Henault, be it thy renown, 
That England'ti queen, and nobles in distresff. 
Have been by thee restored and comforted. 
Sir John.- Madam, along, and you, my lord, with 
me, 
That England's peers may Henanlt's welcome see* 

[Exeunt. 
Enter the Kitug, Matreyis, the two Sp£KCER$,.toiift 

others*. 
Edward, Thus after many threats of wrathful war, 
Triumpheth England's Edward with his friends. 
And triumph Edward with his friends uncontrol'd. 
My lord of -Glo'ster, do you hear the news? 
Spencer junior. What news, my lord? 
Edward. Why man, they say there is great execu- 
tion 
Done through the realm ; my lord of Arundel, 
You have the note, have you- not? 
Matrevis. From the lieutenant of. the Tower, my 

lord. 
Edward. I pray let us see it.' What hai^e we there ? 
Read it Spencer. [Spencer read$ their names. 

Why so ; they bark'd apace a month ago. 
Now, on my life, they'll neither bark nor bite. 
Now, sirs, the news from Fnmee? Qlo'ster^ I trow, 
The lords of France love England's goU sp well. 
As Isabel gets no aid from thence. 
What now remains ? have you proclaim'd,- my lord, • 
Reward for them can bring in Mortimer ? 

Spencer junior. My lord, we have; and, if he be in 
England, 
He will be had ere long, I doubt it not. 
' Edward. If, doV thou say? Spencery as true as 

death. 
He is in England's ground, our portmasters 
Are not so careless of their kings* command. 

Enter a Post. 
'How now, what news with thee ? from whence come 
these ? 

* The scene relorDs to England. O. 
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Post. .Letters, my lords, jand.tidings forth of France, 
To you, tny lord of Gloster, from Lewen. 

Edward. Read. 

Spencer reads the letters. 

My duty to your honour premised, ^c. I have, ac- 
cording to instructions in that behalf, dealt with tlie 
king of France his lords,, and affected, that the queen, 
all discontented and discomforted, is gone. Whither, 
if you ask ; with sir John of Henault, brother to the 
marquess, into Flanders : with them are gone lord 
Edmund, and the lord Mortimer, having in their com- 
pany divers of your nation, and others ; and, as con- 
stant report goeth, . they intend to give king Edward 
battle in England, sooner than he can look for them : 
this is all the news of import. / 

Your hxmour^s in all service. 

Lewen. 

Edward* Ah, villains ! hath that Mortimer escap'd ? 
With him is Edmund gone associate ? 
And will sir John of Henault lead the round ? 
Welcome a God's name, madam, and your son ; 
England shall welcome you, and all your rout. 
^ Gallop a-pace bright Phoebus through the sky, 
And dusky night, in rusty iron car, . 
Between you both, shorten the time, I pray, 
That I may see that most desired day, 
When we may meet these traitors in the field. 
Ah, nothing grieves me, but my little boy 
Is thus misled to countenance their ills. 
Come, friends, to Bristol, there to make us strong ; 
And winds, as equal be to bring them in, 
As you injurious were to bear them forth. [Exeunt, 

^ GaUop a-paee, &c.] Shakspeaie has imitated these . lines in 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 3. S. 2 : 

** Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
" Towards Phoebus mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Fhaeton would whip you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately*" ,. 
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and Sir Johk. 
Queen. Now, lords, our loving friends and country- 
men. 
Welcome to England all, with prosperous winds ; 
Our kindest friends in Belgia have we left, 
To cope with friends at home : a heavy case, 
When force to force is knit, and sword and ♦•gleate 
In civil broils make kin and countrymen 
Slaughter themselves in others, and their sides. 
With their own weapons gore ! But what's the help t 
Misgoverned kings are cause of all this wreck ; 
And, Edward, thou art one among them all^ 
Whose looseness hath betrayed thy land to spoil. 
And made the channel overnbw with blood 
Of thine own people ; patron should'st thou be. 
But thou — 

, Mortimer junior. Nay, madam» if you be a warrior. 
Ye must not grow so passionate in speeches. 
Lords, sith that we are by sufferance of hei^v'li, 
Arriv'd and armed in this prince's right. 
Here for our country's cause swear we td him 
All homage, fealty, and forwardness ; 
And for the open wrongs and injuriei^ 
Edward hath done to us, his queen, and lAnd, 
We come in arms to wreck* it with the swotd ; 
That England's queen in peace may repoteess 
Her dignities and honours : and withall 
We may remove these flatterers from the kii^g^ 
That havock England's wealth and treastiry. 

^gUave] Or gUme, a weapon like ahtlbevd. It is maDtkm%d 
m Chizfclivard's Challenge, p. 44 : 

" And wanting wealth to pay this heavy sum, 
" With billes and glayves from prison was I led*" 

Again, Arden of Peaoenham : 

" O mistris, the major, and all the waMdi^ 

'' Are comiiig towards onr hottM wiUkjriMtt aad btUs." 

fiiworrf lit A 3. S. 5 : 

" w5th theb |K>ndVoaii gUthfei." 

• Perhaps " wteaft:^ f. «. terettge. O.G, 
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Sir John. Sound trumpets, my lord, and forward 
let us march. 
Edward will think we come to flatter him. 

Edmund. I would he never had been flatter'd morel 

[Exeunt* 
Enter the King, Baldock, and Spencer the son, 

Jlying about the stage. 

Spencer. Fly, fly, my lord, the queen is overstrong. 
Her friends do multiply, and yours do fail. 
Shape we our course to Ireland, there to breathe. 

Edward, What ! was I born to fly auji run away. 
And leave the Mortimers conquerors behitid? 
Give me my horse, lef s reinforce our troops ; 
And in this bed of honour die with fame. 

Baldock. O no, my lord, this princely resolution 
Fits not the time ; away, we are pursuM. [Exeunt. 
Edmund alone with a sword and target. 

Edmund. This way he fled, but I am come too late. 
Edward, alas ! my heart relents for thee. 
Proud traitor, Mortimer, why dost thou chase 
Thy lawful king, thy sovereign, with thy sword ? 
Vile wretch 1 and why hast thou, of all unkind. 
Bom arms against thy brother and thy king? 
Rain showers of vengeance on my cursed head, 
Thou God, to whAm in justice it belongs 
To puj^ish'tbis, unnatural revolt! 
Edward, this Mortimer aims at thy life : 
O fly him then ! but Edmund calm this HBge, 
Dissemble, or thou diest ; for Mortimer 
And Isabel do kiss, while they conspire : 
And yet she bears a face of love forsooth. 
Fie on that love that hatcheth death and hate ! 
Edmund, away; Bristol to Longshank's blQod 
I3 false, be not found single for suspect* : 
Proud Mortimer prys near into thy walks. 

Enter the Queen, Mortimer JMfiior, the young 
Prince^ and Sir John of Renault. 

Queen. Successful battle gives the God of kings 
To them that fight in right, and fear his wrath. 

* See Note 45 to tS^B play. 
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Since then sucdessfiiUy we have preyaird. 
Thanked be heaven's great architect, and youv 
Ere farther we proceed, my noble lords. 
We here create our well-beloved son, 
Of love and care unto his royal person. 
Lord warden of the realm; and, sith the fates 
Have made his father so unfortunate, 
Deal you, my lords, in this, my loving lords, 
As to your wisdoms fittest seems in all. 

Edmund, Madam, without offence, if I may ask, 
How will you deal with Edward in his fall ? 

Prince. Tell me, good uncle, what Edward do yoir 
mean ? 

Edmund. Nephew, your father; I dare not call him 
king. 

Mortimer junior. My lord of Kent, what needs these 
questions ? 
'Tis not in her controlment, nor in ours, 
But as the realm and parliament shall please. 
So shall your brother be disposed of. 
I like not this relenting mood in Edmund. ' 

[Aside to the Queen.. 
Madam, 'tis good to look to him betimes. ' 

Queen, My lord, the mayor of Bristol knows our 
mind. 

Mortimer junior. Yea, madam, and they 'scape not 
easily, 
That fled the field. 

Queen. Baldock is with the king, 
A goodly chancellor, is he not, my lord ? 

Sir John. So are the Spencers, the father and the 
son. 

Edmund. This Edward is the ruin of the realm. 
Enter Rice ap Howell, and the mayor of Beistol,. 

with Spencee the father. 

Rice. God'save queen Isabel, and her princely son* 
Madam, the mayor and citizens of Bristol, 
In sign of love and duty to this presence, 
Present by me this traitor to the 'state, * 
Spencer, the father to that wanton Spencer, 
That, like the lawless Catiline of Rolae, 
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Revel'd in England's wealth and treasury. 
Queen, We thank you all. 
Mortimer junior. Your loving care in this 
Deserveth princely favours and rewards. 
But where's the king and the other Spencer fled ? 

iJic€.^ Spencer the Son, created earl of Glo'ster, ^ 
Is with that smooth-tongu'd scholar Baldock gone, * 
And shipp'd but late for Ireland with the king. 

Mortimer junior. Some whirlwind fetch them back, 
or sink them all! 
They shall be started thence, I doubt it not. 
Pri7ice. Shall I not see the king my father yet ? 
Edmund. Unhappy Edward ! chas'd from England's 

bounds, 
Sir John. Madam, what resteth*, why stand ye in 

a muse ? 
Queen, I rue my lord's ill fortune ; but, alas! 
Care of my country call'd me to this war. 

Mortimer junior. Madam, have done with care and 
- sad coniplaint, 
Your king hath wrong'd your country and himself; 
And we must seek to right it as we may. * 
Mean while, have hence this rebel to the block. 

Spencer. -Rebel is he that fights against the prince ; 
So fought not they that fought in Edward's r^ht. 
Mortimer junior. Take him away, he prates ; you. 
Rice ap Howell, 
Shall do good service to her majesty. 
Being of countenance in yoUr country here, 
To follow these rebellious runnagates. 
We in mean while, madam, must take' advice, 
How Baldobk, Spencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed to their end. 

^Exeunt omneti 
Enter the Abbot, Monks, Edward, Spencer, anci 

Baldock. 
Abbot. Have you no doubt, my lord ; have you no 
fear; 
As silent and as careful we will be, - 

* t. e. remaineth : so Milton P. L. z. 48. ' C 
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To keep yonr royal penon safe with us^ 
Free from ^^suspect, and fell invasion 
Of such as have your majesty in chase, 
Yourself, and those your chosen company. 
As danger of this stormy time requires. 

Edward. Father, thy face should harbour no deceit 
O ! hadst thou ever been a king, thy heart, 
Pierc'd deeply with a sense of my distress, 
Could not but take compassion of my state* 
l^tately and proud, in riches and in train. 
Whilom 1 was, powerful and full of pomp : 
But what is he, whom rule and empiry 
Have not in life or death made miserable? 
Come, Spencer, come, Baldock, come sit down by me; 
Make trial now of that philosophy. 
That in our famous nurseries of arts 
Thou suck'st from Plato and from Aristotle* 
Father, this life conteinplatiye is heaven. 
O that I might this life in quiet lead ! 
But we, alas I are chas'd ; and, you my friends. 
Your lives and my dishonour they pursue* 
Yet, gentle monks, for treasure, gold nor fee. 
Do you betray us and our company. 

Monks. Your grace may sit seeure^ if none but we 
do *• wot of your abode, 

Spencer. Not one ahve, but shrewdly I suspect 
A gloomy fellow in a mead below ; 
He gave a long look after us, my lord^ 
And all the land 1 know is up in arms. 
Arms that pursue our lives with deadly bate. 

Baldock. We were imbark'd for Ireland, wretched 
we! 
With aukward winds and sore t^npests driven 
To fall on shore, and here to pine in fear 

^ suspect,'] i. e. suspicion. So, in ]!didd]eton*8 Mor$ Ditsembitn 
besides Women, A. 2. S. 1 : 
** — vrtiat iL fedr way 
" Had I made for my love to th' General, 
" And cut of aU sai^[>eet, all repreltMMioa 1^' 
^ wot] See Note 85 to Gammer GurUm's Needle, p. 66. 
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Of Mortimer and his confederates. 

Edward, Mortimer ! who talks of Mortim^ ? 
Who wounds me with the name of Mortimer ! 
That bloody man ! Good father, on thy li^ 
Lay I this head, laden with mickle care» 
O might I never ope these eyes again I 
Never again lift up this drooping head ! 

never more lift up this dying heart ! 

Spencer. Look up, my lord. — Baldock^ this drowsi- 
ness 
Betides no good ; here even we are betray'd. , 
Enter with ^"^ Welch hooksy Rice ap HowEL^aMowEA, 

and the earl of Leicestee. 

Mower. Upon my life these be the men ye se^* 

Jitee. Fellow, enough. My lord, I pray be short, 
A fair commission warrants what we do. 

Leicester. The queen's commission, uig'd by Mor«^v 
timer. 
What cannot Mortimer with the queen ! 
Alas ! see where be sits, and hopes unseen, 
T^escape their hands that seek to reave his life. 
Too true it is, ^em dies fndU veniens superbMrn, 
Hunc dies vidit fugiens jacentem. 
But, Leicester, leave to grow so passionate. 
Spenoer and Baldock, by no oth^ names, 

1 drrest yon of high treasea h^re. 
Stand not on titles, but obey th' arrest; 
'Tis in the name of Isabel the qu^en. 
My lord, why dfoop you thus ? 

Edward. O day! the Iftst of all my bliss o» eart)i I 
Center of all misfortHne I O my stafs I 
Why do you low'r uiikindiy on a king? 
Comes Leicester then, in Isabelkt's nasie, 

^ WeUh hocksi] What kind of weapons these wete is not pre- 
cisely known. Mr Steerens is of opinion, that the Weleh hotik and 
the brown bill are no more than vaneties of the teeuris falcata, ^ or 
probably a weapon of the same kind with the Lockabar aze» which 
was used in the late rebellion. Colonel Gardner was attacked with 
such a one at the battle of Preston Pans. Mr. Tollett imagines a 
weapon, of which a pri^t is giyen, from the hooked form of it to be 
t^ Wtlek hook. Bw notes in <i>e first Part of Hmry IV. A. ft. 
S.4. 
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To take my life, my company from me? : * 
Here man, rip up this pantiDg breast of mine, . 
And take my heart, in rescue of my friends. 

Rice. Away with them ! 

Spencer junior. It may become thee yet, 
To let us take our farewell of his grace. 

Abbot. My heart with pity yearns to see this sight,. 
A king to bear these words and proud commands. 

Edward. - Spencer, ah sweet Spencer, thus then must 
we part? 

Spencer junior. We must, my lord, so will the t angry 
heav'ns. 

Fdward. Nay so will hell and cruel Mortimer ; 
The gentle heavens ha^e not to do in this. • 

Baldock. My lord, it is in vain, to grieve or storm. 
Here humbly of your grace we take our leaves ;: 
Our lots are cast,! fear me, so is thine. < 

Edward. In heav'n we may, in ea:rth ne'er shall we 
meet : 
And, Leicester, say, what shall become of us? 

Leicester. Your majesty must go to Killingworth*. " 

Edward. Must ! ^tis - somewhat hard, when kings 

^ must go. 

Leicester. Here is a litter ready for your grace. 
That waits your pleasure, and the day grows, old. 

Rice- As good be gone, as stay and be benighted. : . 

Edward. A litter hast thou ? lay me in a hearse, ' 
And to the gates of hell convey me hence ; 
Let Pluto's bells .ring out my fatal knell, 
And hags howl for my dea^ at Charon's shore.. 
For friends hath Edward none,.but these ; and these » 
Must die under a tyrant's sword. ^ 

Rice. My lord, be going, care not for these, 
For we shall see them shorter by the heads. 

Edward. Well, that sKalfbe^ shall be: part we must! 
Sweet Spencer, gentle Baldock, part we must ! 
Hence feigned weeds f! unfeigned are my woes ; 
Father, farewell ! Leicester, thou stay'st tor ine, 

* Or KenelworUi. 

t Hence it appears that the king- has put on the disguise of a 
monk, and wears it during the scene. C. 
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j^nd go Lmust. Life, farewell, wilii my^frieuds. 

[Exeunt Edward atyi.Leiceiter. 

Spencer junior. O is he gone ! is noble Edward gone ! 
Parted from hence ! never to see fi3 more ! 
Rend^ sphere ofheay'n! and,' fire, forsake Iby.orb! 
Earth, melt to air ! gone is my sovereign ! 
Gone, gone, alas ; never to make return. 

Bdldock, Spencer, I. see our souls are fleeting hence ; 
We are deprived the sunshine of our life ; 
Make for a new. life, man ; throw up thy eyes, 
And heart and hand, to heavVs immortal throne. 
Pay nature's debt with cheerful countenance; 
Reduce we all our lessons unto this, 
To die, .sweet Spencer, therefore live we all ; 
Spencer, all. live to die, and rise to fall. 

Rice. Come, come, keep these preachments till you 
come 
To the place .appointed. You, and such as you are, 
Have made wise work in England. 
Will 'your lordships away? 

Mower. .Your, lordship I trust will remember me ? 

Bice. Remember thee, fellow ! what else ? 
^ Follow me to the town. [Exeunt. 

Enter the Kino, Leicester, with the BUhopof Wis - 

CHESTER /or the crown. 
■' Leicester. Be patient, good my lord, cease ,to lament. 
Imagine Killingworth castle were your court, 
And that yqulay for. pleasure here a space. 
Not of compulsion or necessity. 

Edwardi Leicester, .if gentle, words might comfort 
:me, 
Thy speeches long ago had eas'd my sorrows; 
For kind and loving hast thou always been. 
The griefs of private men are soon allay'd. 
But. not of kings. The forest deer, being struck, 
Runs to an herb that closeth up the wounds ; 
But when the imperial lion's flesh is gor'd, 
He rends and tears it with his wrathful paw, 
And highly scorning, that the lowly earth 
Should drink his blood, mounts up to th' air. 
And so it fares with me, whose dauntless iriind 



388 XDWAftD IX. 



Th* ambilkms Moitkner would 0eek to cwb. 

And tbat tinnatttral queoiy £ale Isabel, 

Diat thus hi^ tpeiit and mu'd me in a piisoti : 

For such OQtrageous pasttoas cloy my aoui, 

As with tbe wings of ranoovr and,di8daiii9 

Full oft am I soariBg up to high heay'a. 

To plain me to the ^ods against them both. 

But when I call to mind i am a king^ 

Methinks I should revenge me of the wrot^. 

That Mortimer and Isabel have done. 

But what are kings, when ^regimeat is gone. 

But perfect shadows in a aunshiae day? 

My nobles rule, I bear the name of king ; 

I wear the crowu, but am controul'd by Ihem, 

By Mortimer, and my unconstant queen, 

Who spots my nuptial bed with infamy ; 

Whilst I am lodg'd within this cave of ca«e. 

Where sorrow at my elbow still attends. 

To company my heart with sad laments. 

That bleeds within me for this strangpe €xchcuige. 

But tell me, must I now resign my crown, 

To make usurping Mortimer a king ? 

Winchester. Your grace mistakes, it is for England's 
good. 
And princely Edward's r%ht we crave the crown. 

Edward. No, His for Mortimer, not Edward^ 
head; 
For he's a lamb, encompassed by wolves. 
Which in a moment will abridge bis life. 
But if proud Mortimer 'do wear litis crown, 
Heavens turn it to a blaze of quenchless fute^il 
Or, like the snaky wreath of l^slphon. 
Engirt the temples 'of his ^hateful ihead ; 
So shall not England's vines %e pushed, 
But Edward's name survive, though Edvretiil dita. ' 

Leiceiter. My lord, why waste you thfus the time 
away? 
They stay your answer, will you yield your-crowai'? 

*^ regiment] See Note 18. P. 

* AUudin^ to the crown ptesented by Medea to Creiuia. See 
Euripides Medea, A. 5. S. 
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Edward. Ah, Leicester^ weigh how hardly I can 
brook 
To lose my crown and kmgdom without cause ; 
To give ambitious Mortimer my right, 
That like a mountain overwhelms my bliss, 
In which extreams my mind here murther'd is. 
But what the heav'ns appoint, I must obey! 
Here, take my crown ; the life of Edward too ; 
Two kings in England cannot reign at once. 
But stay a while, let me be king till night. 
That I may gaze upon this glittering crown ; 
So shall my eyes receive their last content. 
My head, the latest honour due to it, 
And jointly both yield up their wished right. 
Continue ever, thou celestial sun ; 
Let never silent night possess this dime ; 
Stand still, you watches of the element ; 
All times and seasons, rest you at a stay. 
That Edward may be still fair England^s king ; 
But day's bright beam doth vanish fast away. 
And needs I must resign my wbhed crown* 
Inhuman creatures ! nurs'd with tiger's milk ! 
Why gapie you for your sovereign's overthrow ? 
My diadem I mean, and guildess life. 
See, monsters, see. Til wear my crown again. 
What, fear you not l!h^ fuiy of your king ? 
But hapless Edward, thou art fondly led. 
They pass not* for thy frowns as late they did. 
But seek to make a new-elected king ; 
Which fills my mind with strange despairing thoughts. 
Which thoughts are martyr'd with endless tonnenls, - 
And in this torment comfort find I none, 
But that I feel the crown upon my head ; 
And therefore let me wear it yet a while* 

Trtuty. My lord, the ^parliamentt: must have present 
Hews, 

* TlMt u« COM fMt^: 10 in WiUoa'8 ilAtftoriq, 1553: "They 
pmttd .Utile of tbe dnuche, tiiuit would adTentnre to lobbe the 
^brnvMie. 

And in Ca$tUio'$ Courtier, by Hobby, 1557 : " They passe not to 
be ill reported of in eyeiy other matter^ so their honesty be not 
touched/* C. 
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And therefoi^e say; will ygu resign or no ? 

The king rageih. 

Edward, I'll not resign ! but whilst I live^ ^e king ! 
Traitors be gone, and join with Mortimer. 
Elect, ^ conspire, install, do what you will ; 
Their blood and yours shall seal these treacheries I 

Winchester, This answer we'll return, and so fare- 
well. 

Leicester. Call them again, my lord, and speak them 
fair ; 
For if they go, the prince shall lose his right. 

Edward. Call thou them back, I . have no power to 
speak. 

Leicester. My lord, the king is willing to resign 

Winchester. If he be not, let him choose. 

Edward. O would I might! but heav*n and earth 
conspire . 
To make me miserable ! here, receive my crown ; 
Receive it! no, these innocent hands of mine 
Shall not be guilty of so foul a crime. 
He of you all that most desires my blood. 
And will be calFd the murtherer of a king. 
Take it. What, are you mov'd ? pity you me"? 
Then send for unr^elenting Mortimer, • 
And Isabel, whose eyes, .being turn'd to steel. 
Will sooner sparkle fire than shed a tear. 
Yet stay, for rather than I will look on thejm. 
Here, here : . now, sweet God of heav'n ! 

^ cor^rm] All the editions read conspire. The allaaioii seems to 
he to the several forms observed in the creation of a Bishop, in 
which the act of cof^rmation comes between electien and tnstoUB- 
tion. S. P. 

The old copies concur in reading conspire and yet S. P. would 
change it to corifirm. Was the creatien of Bishops all the mischief 
that Sie enraged monarch had to dread from his opposen ? Would 
a king during the height of his resentment give hunself-the tiouble 
to marshal a set of forms'with which^ perhaps, none but the under- 
strappers of episcopacy are regularly acquainted? I have no 
doubt but that ike ancient reading is the true one. Go, says £d- 
%ard, elect another prince, conspire against the present on*, and 
instal his enemies in those high honours, which he has abwidj be- 
stowed on his friends. There are surely other eleetkmi and other 
instaUiitUms, besides those of Bishops, S. 
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Make me diesptse this transitory poinp,» 

And sit for aye inthroniz'd in heav'n ! 

Come death, and with thy fingers close my eyes, .. 

Or, if I live^ let me forget myself. 

Berkeley. My lord, 
Edward. Call me not lord ;. 
Away, out of my sight — ah,, pardon me. 
Grief makes me lunattck 1 
Let not that Mortimer protect my son ; 
More safety there is in a tiger's jaws. 
Than his embracement — Bear this to the queen,.. 
Wet with my tears, and dry'd again with sighs ;. •♦ . 
If with the sight thereof she be not mov'd, 
Return it back and dip it in my blood. 
Commend me to my son, and bid him ri^le 
better than I. Yet how have I transsrest, 
Unless it be with too much clemency s 

Tnuiy^ And thus, most humbly da we take our 

leave. 
Edward. Farewell; I know the next newi; that they 
bring 
Will be my death ; and welcome shall it be ; 
To wretched men, death is felicity. 

Leicester. Another post! what news brings he? 
Edward. Such news as I expect — come, Berkeley^ 
come, 
And tell thy message to my naked breastv 

Berkeley. My lord, think not a thought sq villainous 
Can harbour in a man of noble birth. 
To do your highness service and devoir^ 
And save you from your foes, Berkeley would die^ 
Leicester, My lord, the counsel and the queen com- 
mands 
That I resign my charge. 

Edward. And who must ke^p m^ now ? must you, 

my lord? 
Berkeley. Ay, my most gracious lordi so 'tis decreed* 
Edward. By Mortimer, whose name is written here 

VOC IT. C C 
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Welly may I read his name that rendg my keftrt*^t 
This poor rerenge hath something eas'd my mind. 
So may his limbs be torn, as is this paper I 
Hear me, immortal Jore, and grant it too ! 

BerkeUff. Your grace must hence with me to 
Berkeley straight. 

Edward. Whither you will, all places are alflce. 
And every earth is fit for burial. 

Leicester, Favonr him, my lord^ as much as Iteth in 
you. 

Berkeley, Even so betide my soul as I use him* 

Edward, Mine enemy hath pitied my estate, 
And that's the cause that I am now removed* 

Berkeley. And thinks your grace that Berkeley will 
be cruel? 

Edward. I know not, but of this am I assur d» 
That death ends all, and I can die but once. 
Leicester, farewell. 

Lekester, Not yet, my lor4, 111 bear yoc^oti your 
way. [BsemU oilnes. 

Enter Mortimek junior, and ([ueen Isabsi..- 

Mortimer junior. Fair Isabel, now have we our de- 
sire, 
Tiie proud corrupters of the light-brain'd king 
Have done their homage to the lofty gallows, 
"^nd he himself hes in captivity. 
Be rul'd by me, and we will rule the realm. 
In any case take heed of childish fear, > 
For now we hold an old wolf by the ears. 
That if he slip will seize upon us both. 
And gripe the sorer, being gript himself. 
Think therefore, matdam, that imports as much. 
To erect your son with all the speed we tejay. 
And that I be protector over him ; 
For our behoof, ^twilt bear the greater sway 
When as a king's name shall be wider writ. 

Queen. Sweet Mortimer, the life of Isabel, 
Be thou persuadi^ that I love thee well, ^ 

* Tears tihe paper. 
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And therefore so the prince my aon be safe, 
Whom I esteem as dear as these mine eyes. 
Conclude against his father what thou wilt. 
And I myself will willingly subscribe. 

Morimer junior. First would I hear news h^were 
depo8*d, 
And then let me alone to handle him. 

EnUr Messekoer. 
Morimer junior. Letters! from whence? 
Mesgenger. From Killingworth, my lord. 
Queen. How fares my lord the king ? 
Messenger. In health, madam, but full of pensive- 

ness. 
Queen. Alas! poor soul* would I could ease his 
grief* ! 
Thanks, gentle Winchester; sirrah, be gone* 

[ExU Messenger. 
Winchester. The king hath willingly resigned his 

crown« 
Queen. O happy news ! send for the prince, my son. 
Wmchestet. Further, or this letter was seal'd, lord 
Berkeley came, 
80 that he now is gone from Killingworth, 
And we have heard that Edmund laid a plot 
To set his brother free ; no more but so, 
The lord of Berkeley is so pitiful. 
As Leicester tliat had charge of him before. 
Queen, Then let some other be his guardian. 
Mortimer junior. Let me alone, here is the priyy 
seal. 
Who's there ? call hither Gurney and M atrevis^ 
To dash the heavy-headed Edmund's drift; 
Berkeley shall be disdbarg'd, the king remov'd. 
And none but we shall know where he lieth. 

Queen. But, Mortimer, as long as he survives, 
What safety rests for us, or for my son ? 

* This part of the Bcene is not inteffigible, upless we soppote 
that the Bishop of WindiesteT enters after the queen hits thus 
spoken, and whispers to Mortimer who takes up the next. Iine« 
«• Thanks^ gende Winchester, &c" C 



'^SB .EDWARD ir. 



Mortimer junior. Speak, shall he presently fee dis- 

patch'd and die? 
Queen, I would he were^so 'twere not by my means: 

Enter Matrv.y IS and GvRVTsY. 
Moriimer junior.' Enough ; M atrevis, write a letter 
presently 
Unto the lord of Berkeley froni ourself, 
That he resign the king to thee and Ourney ; 
And when 'tis done we wilt subscribe our name. 
Malrevis.. It shall be done, my lord. 
Mortimer junior. Gurney. 
Gumey. My Jcfrd. . 

Mortimer junior. As thou intend'st to rise by Mor- 
timer,* • . • 
Who now makes fortune's wheel turn as he please. 
Seek all the means thou canst to make him droop, 
And neither give him kind word nor good look. 
- Gurney. 1 warrant you, my lord. 
Mortimer junior. And this abpve the rest, because 

we hear j 

That Bdmund casts to work his liberty^ 
Remove him still from place to place by night, 
Till at the last' he come to Killingworth, 
And then from thence to Berkeley back again : 
And by the way, to make him fret the more^ 
*® Speak curstly to him; and in any case 
Let no man comfort him if he chance to weep. 
But amplify his grief with bitter words. 

itfa^rctJM. Fear not, my lord, we'll do as you com- 
mand. 
Mortimer junior. So, now away: post thitherwards 

amain. . 

Queen. Whither goes this letter, to my lord the 
king? 

^ Speak curstlyl Curftly is skrewithly, ill'ttaturedly; otfrowatMy. 
As, in Philaster : 

*' Hadst a <^nt master when tihouweaUit to, schooy** ■" 
Tandhg of the Shrew : .^; 

** her only fault 

Id that she is intolerably curst J* ' . 

I 
I I 

I I 
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Commend me humbly to his majesty, . 
And tell him, that J labour all in vain 
To ease his grief, and work his liberty ; 
And bear him this, as witness .of my loye. 
Matrevis. I will, madam. 

[Exeunt Matrevis and Gurnefj. 
Mantni Isabel and Mortimer junior. 

Enter the young TmisiCEf and the earl of Kent talklaf 

with him^ 
Mortimer junior. Finely dissembled! do so still, 
sweet queen. . 
Here comes the young prince, with the es^rl of Kent. 
Queen. Sometning he whispers in his childish ears. 
Mortimer junior. If he have such access unto the 
prince, 
Onr plots and stratagems will soon be dashM, 
' Queen. Use Edmund iriendly* as if all were well^. 
Mortimer junior. How fares my honourable lord of 
-Kent? ■ 

^ Edmundl In health, sweet Mortimer.: how fares your 
grace ? 
Queen. Well, if my lord, your brother were enlarg'4. 
. £dmund, I hear^of late .he has depos*d himself, . 
; Queen. The more my grief. 
. Mortimer junior. And mine. 
Edmund. Ah, they do dissemble ! [Jsidel 

Queefi. Sweet son, come hither* I must talk with 
thee. . . 

^ ' Morthner junior. You being his uncle, ^nd the next 

of blood, 
Do look to be protector o'er the prince, . . 

Edmund. Not I, my lord; who should protect the 
son. 
But she that gave him life, I mean th^ queen ?. 
. J'rince. Mother, persuade me not to wear the crown ; 
Let him be king, I am too young to reign. 

Queen. But be content, seeing it is his highne^s*^ 
pleasure. , . 

\ J^rince. Let me but see him first, ancj then I will*. 
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Edmtind. Ay do, sweet nephew. 

Queen. Brother, yoa know it is impossible. 

Prince. Why, is he dead ! 

Queen^ No, God forbid ! 

Edmund. I would those words proceeded from your 

heart. 
Mortimer junior. Inconstant Edmund, dost thov 
favour him. 
That wast a cause of his imprisonment? 

Edmund, The more cause have I now to make 

amends. 
Mortimer junior, I tel] thee ^tis not meet, that one 
so false 
Should come about the person of a prince. 
My lord, he hath betray'd the king his brother. 
And therefore trast him not. 

Prince. But he repents, and sorrows for it now. 
Queen. Come son, and go with this gentle lord and 

me. 
Prince. With you I will, but not with Mortimer. 
Mortimer junior. Why, youngling, s'dun'st thou so 
of Mortimer? 
Tlien I will carry thee by force away. 

Prince. Help, uncle Kent, Mortimer will wrong me. 
Queea. Brother Edmund, strive not, we are his 
friends, 
Isabel is nearer than the earl of 'Kent. 
Edmund. Sister, Edward is my charge, redeem him. 
Queen. Edward is my son, and I will keep htm. 
Edmund. Mortimer shall know that he hatii wrong'd 
me. 
Hence will I haste to Killtngworth castle, 
And rescue aged Edward from his foes. 
To be reveng*d on Mortimer and thee, [Exeunt otnikei. 
Enter Matrbvis and Guritet with the Kino. 
Matretm. My lord, be not pensive, we are y6ut 
friends; 
Men are ordained to live in misery. 
Therefore come, dalliance dangereth bur lives; 

Edward, Friends, whither must unhappy EdwaMg^ 
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Will batefiil Mortimer appoint no rest? 
Must I be vexed like the nightly bird» 
Wliese sight is loathsome to s^ll winged fowls ? 
When will the fury of his mind assuage? 
When will his heart be satisfied with blood ? 
If mine will serve, unbowel straight this breast. 
And give my heart to Isabel and him, . 
It is the chiefest mark they level at» . 

iSumey* Not so, my liege, the queem bath given this 
charge, 
^o keep your grace in safety ; 
Your passions make your choler to.encrease. 

Edward. This usage makes my misery eiicrease* 
But can my air of life continue long. 
When all my senses are annoyed witb stench? 
Within a dungeon England's "king is kept, 
^here I am starv'd for want of susteiiance* 
My daily diet is heart-breaking sobs. 
That almost rend the closet of my heart; 
Thus lives old Edward not reliev'd by any. 
And so must die, tho' pitied by many. 
O water, gentle friends, to cool my thirst. 
And clear my body from foul excrements ! 

Matrevu. Here's channel-water, as our charge, is 
given; 
Sit down, for we'll be barbers to your grace. 
. Edwards Traitors, away; wh^at will you murder me. 
Or choak your sovereign with puddle-water ? 

Gurney. No ; but wash your face, and shave away 

, , your beard, 
Lest you be known, and so be rescued. 

Matrem, Why, strive you tbus, your labour is in 
vain? 
.JMward. The wren may strive against the lion's 

strength, 
But all fai vain ; so vainly do I strive, 
To seek for m^rcy at a tyrant's band. 

[They woih him wUh, puddle-'voater, and sbaoe hU 
beard OMoy. 
Tmrnortal powers! tbat< kiipw ihe painful cares. 
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That wait upon ^y poor tlistres^^ ^oul ! 

O level ail yoar lookd upon these daring men. 

That wrong their liege and sovereign, England's king. 

O Gaveston, it is for thee that I am wrong'd. 

For me, both thou and both th^ Spencers dy'd t 

And for your sakes a thousand wrongs Hi take. ' ^ 

The Spencers ghosts^ wherever they remain, 

Wish well to mine^ then tush, for tiiem I'll die. 

Matrevis, Twlxt theirs and yours, shall be no enmity. 
Come, come, away, now put the torches out, 
We'll enter in by darkness to Kiiiingworth. 

Enier EnTtfUKD. 
Gurney, How now, "who comes there ? 
Matrevis. Guard the 4ing sure; it is the «earl of 

Kent. ' 
Edward. O, 'gexitle brother, help to rescue me ! 
Matrevis, Keep them asunder; thrust in the king. 
Edmund. Soldiers, i^t me but talk to him one word. 
Gurney. Lay hands upon the earl for his assault. 
Edmund. Lay down your weapons, traitors, yield the 

king. 
Matrevis. Edmttnd^ yield thou thyself, 'or thou shait 

die. 
JEdmund. Base villains 4 wherefore do you gripe me 

thus ? 
Gurney. Bind him, and so -convey ^im to the court. 
\Edmund. Where is the court but here? herei^4he 
king, . 

And I will visit liim ; why stay you me ? 
. Matrevis, The court is where lord Mortimer remakis; 
Thither shall your honour go; and so farewell. 

[Exeunt Matrevis und Gurney, v>Uh ^e King, 
Manent &dmund and the Soldiers. 
Edmund, O miserable is that common- weal, ivliere 
lords 
Keep courts, and.kings are iock'd 4npi^8on! 

Soldiers, Wherefore stay we?: oij, sirs, to the-dourt.- 
Edmund.. Ay, lead -me^ idiither yo^iirill, even to my 
death, ... 

Seeing that my »brot]^er cannot be released. . a 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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• ilnter'MoB.TiMis,ti junior f^ahmei. 
Mortimer junior. The king must die, or Mortimer 
goes down. 
The commons now begin to pity him. 
Yet he that is the cause of Edward's death, 
Is sure to pay lor -it when his son's -of age; 
And therefore -will I do it cunningly. 
Tliis letter, written "by -a friend of ours, 
Contains his death, yet bids them sa^e his iife. 
Edwardum orcidere nolite^ timere bonum est* 
Fear not to kill^the king, 'tis good he die. 
But read it thus, and that's another sense : 
Edwardum occidere nol'ite timere hcnum est *. 
Kill not the king, 'tis good to fear the worst. 
Unpointed as it is, tb us shall it go, 
That being dead, if it chance to be found, 
Matmvig and the rest may bear the blame, 
Aiid we be quit that causM it to be done* 
Within this room is lodk'd the messenger. 
That shall convey it, and perform the rest: 
And by a secret token that he bears. 
Shall he beinurder'd'wtien the dee4 is done. 
Lightborn, come forth; art tbou so resolute as thou 
»wast? -v 

Enter Lightborn. 
^Lightborn.^ What else, my lord ? and far more reso- 
lute. 
Mortimer junior. And hast thou -cast how to accom<-^ 

plishit? 
lAghtbom, Ay, ay, and none shall know which way 
he died. 

* The equivocal Jiae miut be pointed thus in the first inBtance : 
Edwardum occideie nolite timere, bonum est. 

In the second : 

Edwardimi occidere nolite, timere bonum est. S. 
' ' sir J.Haringtoii has an Epigram (L. i. E, 83.) " Of writing 
yriih double pointing/' which is thus introduced. ** It is said tiiiat 
King Edward, of Carnarvon, lying at Berkeley Castle, prisoner, 
a cardinal wrote to his keeper, Edwardum xacidtre noli, timere bottum 
est, which being read with the point at Hm^e, it cost the king hia 
life." C. 
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Mortkner junior. But at his looks, TJ^AonXf thou 
wilt relent. 

Lighthom, Relent! ha, ha, I use much to relent* 

Mortimer junior. WeU, do it bravely, and be acK^ret* 

Lightborn* You shall not need to give instructions^ 
Tis not the first time I have kill'd a man. 
I learn'd in Naples how to poison flowejrs ; 
To strangle with a lawn thrust thro' the throat; 
To pierce the wind-pipe with a needle's point ; 
Or, whilst one is asleep, to take a quiU 
^nd blow a little powder in his ears; 
Or op^n his mouth, and pour quick-silver, down. 
Biit yet I have a braver way than these. 

Mortimer junior. What's that? 

Lightborn. Nay, you shall pardon me, none shall 
know my tricks. 

Moribnerjunior. I care not how it is, so it benojt 'spy'd. 
Deliver this to Gumey and Malrevis, 
At every ten mile end thou hast a horse. 
Take this, away ; and nerer see me mone* 

Lightborn. No I 

Mortimer junior. No; unless thou bring me news 
of Edward's desjth. , 

Lightborn. That will I quickly do; farei^rel, my lord*, 

[£xit, 

Mortimer junior. The prince I rule, the queen do I 
mand. 
And, with a lowly cong6 to the ground. 
The proudest lords salute me as I pass : 
I seal, I cancel, I do what I will ; 
Fear'd am I more than lov'd — let me be fear'd ; 
And, when I frown, make all the court look pale. 
I view the prince with Aristaschus' eyes. 
Whose looks were as '•®a breeching to a boy. • 

^ — a hreechijig^ A whippings $o, in Hassinger'a Unnatural 
Combat, A» 1. S» 1. 

" Tales out of school ! take heed, you will ie breeched else." 
Th€ Bashful Lover, A. 1. S. 1 : 
'* You will he breeched, boy, 
" For your physical maidms." 
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They thrast upon me the protectorship. 
And sue to me for that which I desire. 
While at, the council-table, grave enough, 
And not unlike a bashful puritan, 
Firit I complain of imbecility. 
Saying it is, onus quam gravisshnumf 
Till, being interrupted by my friends, 
Suicepi that prwinciamj as they term it; 
And, to conclude, I am protector now. 
Now is all sure, the queen and Mortimer 
Shall rule the realm, the king, and none rule us. 
Mine enemies will I plague, my friends advance, 
And what I list command ; who dare control ? 
Major sum qudm cui possit fortuna nocere. 
And that this be the cotonatien-day, 
It pleaseth me, and Isabel the queen; 
The trumpets sound, I must go take my place. 
Enter the youngKitta^ BtSHO?, Champion, Nobi«es^ 

QuEEir. 

Bishop. Long live king Edward, by the grace of 
God, 
King of England, and lord of Ireland ! 

Champion. If any Christian, Heathen, Tnrk* or Jew, 
Dares but affirm, that Edward's not true king^ 
Atid will avouch his saying with the sword, 
I am the champion that will combat him* 

Mortimer junior. None comes, sound trumpets^ 

King. Champion, here's to thee. 

Queen. Lord Mortimer, now take him to your charge. 

Enter Soldiers, with the earl of Keitt pnsonet. 

Mortimer junior. What traitor have we there with 
blades and bills ? 

Soldkrs. Edmund, ikt earl of Kent< 

King. What hath he done? 

The Guardian, A. 1. S. 1 : 

^How he looks! like u Bchool-boy that had play*d.the 
truant, 

" And went to be hneeh'd," 
Shakspeare's Taming of the Shrewt A 3. 9. it 

" I am no breeching scholar in the schoolB." ' 
See also Mt^ Steevens'e Note on the laet passage. 
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Soldiers, He would have taken the king away per 
force, 
As we were bringing him to Kiilingworth. 

Mortimer junior. Did you attempt his rescue, Ed- 
mund? Speak. 
Edmund, Mortimer, I did ; he is our king, . 
And thou compell'st this prince to wear the crown. 
Mortimer juriior. Strike oflf his head, he sliall have 

martial law. 
Edmund. Strike off my head ! base traitor, 1 defy 

. thee. 
King. My lord, he is my uncle, and shall live. 
Mortimer junior. My lord, he is your enemy^ and 

shall die. 
Edmund. Stay, villains ! 
King. Sweet mother, if I cannot pardon him^ 
Intreat my lord protector for his life. 
. Queen: Bon, be. con tent; I dare not speak a word. 

King. Nor I, and yet methinks I should command ; 
But, seeing I cannpt, I'll intreat for him — 
My lord, if you will let my uncle live, 
I will requite it when I come to age. 
. Mortmer junior. 'Tis for your iiighness' good« aiid 

fpr the realm's. 
How often shall I bid you. bear him hence ? 
Edmund. Art thou king ? ^nust I die at thy com- 
mand? . 
Mortimer junior. At our 'command! Once .more, 

. away with liim. 
Edmund. Let me but stay and speak ; I will not go. 
Eitherxay brother or his son is king. 
And none of both them thirst for Edmund's blood. 
And therefore, soldiers, whither will you halQ me ? 

[They hah Edmund away^ and ixirry him tq be be^. 
headed. 
King* ;What safety Jnay I look for at his hands, \ 
If that my uncle shall be murdered thus? 

Queen. Fear npt, sweet boy, 111 guard thee from thy 
foes ; 
Had Edmund liv*d, he would,haye jsought thy 4cathi 
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Come son, we'll ride a hunting in- the park. 

King. And shall my uncle Edmund ride with us? 
Queen. He is a traitor^ think not on him; come. 

[Exeunt omneSi 
Enfer Matrevis awrf GuuNfiY. 
Matrevis, Gurney, I wonder the king dies* not, 
Being in a vault up to the icnees in water. 
To which the channels of the castle run, 
From whence a damp continually ariseth, 
That were enough to poison any man. 
Much more a king, brought up so tenderly. 

Gumey, And so do I, Matrevis : yesternight 
I open'd but the door to throw him meat, 
And I was almost stifled with the savour. 

Matrevis. He hatb a body able ta endure 
More than we caa inflict : and therefore now. 
Let us assail his mind another while. 

Gumey. Send for him out thence, and I will anger 

him. 
Matrevis. But stay, who's this? 

Enter Lightborn. 
Lighthom. My lord protector greets you. 
' Gumey. What's here ? I know not how to construe it. 
Matrevis. Gurney, it was l^ft unpointed for th^ 
*» nonce ; 
Edwardum occidere noliie timere. 
That's his meaning. 

Lightborn. Know ye this token? I must have the 

king. 
Matrevis.^ Ay, stay a while, thou shalt have answer 
straight. 
This villain's sent to make away the king.- 
Gurney. I thought as much. 
Matrevis. And when the murder's done. 
See how he must be handled for his labour; 
P^reai i9fe; let him have ihe.k bg. 
What else ? here is the keys, this is the^ lake, 
Do as you ire commanded' by my: lord. ^ 

^ nance ;] See Note on Alexander and Campaspe, p. 1^2. 
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Ligkthorn. I know what i nnmt4<y\ getyoit awa^^, 
Yet be not far off, I shall need yotir help ; 
See that in the next room I have a fire. 
And get me a spit, and let it be red hot. 

MatrevU, Very well. 

Gumey. Need you any thing besides ? 

Lightbom. A table and a featherbed. 

Gumey* That's all. 

Lightbom, Ay, ay ; so when I call you, bring it ia. 

Matrevis. Fear not thou that. 

Gumey. Here's a light to go into the dungeon. 

Lighibam, So now must I about this geer, ne'er was 
there any 
So finely handled as this king shall be. 
Fohy here's a place indeed, with all my heart I 

Edward, Who's there? what lig^t is that? Where- 
fore com*st thou ? 

Lightbom, To comfort you, and bring you joyful 
news. 

Edward. Small comfort finds pocnr Edward id thy 
looks. 
Villain, I know thou com'st to murder me. 
. Lighlbom. To murder you, my most gracious lord! 
Far is it from my heart to do you hana» 
The queen sent me to see how you were usVl, 
For she relents at this your misery : ' " 

And what eyes can refrain firom shedding tears. 
To see a. king in this most piteous state ? 

Edward, Weep'st thou already? list a while to me, 
And then thy heart, were it as (^umey's ie^ 
Or as Matrevis, hewn from the Caucasus, 
Yet will it melt^ ere I have done my tale; 
This dungeon where they keep me, is the sink 
Wherein the filth of all the castle falls. 

Ligktborn, O villains! 

Edward. And there, in mire and puddle hare t 
stood 
This ten days space; and, lest that I should sleep, 
One plays continually upon a dfum* ^ ^ 
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They give me bread and water, being a king; 
So that, for want of sleep and sustenaneei 
My ttiind's distempered^ and my body^i wus^dy 
And whether I have limbs or no> I kaow not. 
0, would my blood drop out from every vein^ 
As doth this water from my ^totter'd robes. 
Tell Isabel, the qaeen^ I look'd not thus. 
When for her sake I ran at tilt in France, 
Andliiere unhors'd the duke of Cleremont. 

Idghthorn. O speak no more, my lord ! this breaks^ 
m^ heart. 
Lie on this bed, and rest yourself a whfle. 

Edward. These looks of thine can harbour nought 
but death : 
1 see my tragedy written in thy brows* 
Tet slay a while, forbear thy bloody hand, 
And let me see the stroke before it comes. 
That even then, when I shall lose my life, 
My mind may be more stedfast on my God* 

Lighiftom. What means your highness to mbtrust 
me thus ? 

Edward, What meanest thou to dissemble with me 
thus? 

LightUrm^ These hands were never stain'd with in- 
nocent blood, 
Nor shall they now be tasted with a king's* 

Edward. Forgive my thought, for having such a 
thought. 
One jewel have I left, receive thou this. 
Still fear l^ and I know not what's the cause, 

^ tcUer^d robet,'] i. e. tatter*dt aS' we no^r pronOYmse k. In every 
writer of this period the word was spelt as above wrUten, and per^ 
haps, as Mr. Steevens observes, the present broad pronunciation, 
almost particular to the Scots, was, at that time, common to both 
nations. (See Note 6 on King John.) To the Isevetal ihstaaces 
^epa ptoduced may be added the following 9 

Be&er'ft Bel-man ef London, Sign. D 4 : — "the turn spits (who 
** were poore tottered greasie feUows) looking like so many hee 
" divelfe^* 

Bel*man's Night waUttt, Sign. M 3 : -^'* By sobc^but the Soul- 
** diers of these totter*d bands, it is familiarly or usually spoken.'^ 
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But every joint shakes as I give it Ihee. 
O ! if thou harbour'st murder in thy heart. 
Let this gift change thy mind, and save thy soul t 
Know, that I am a king : Oh ! at that name 
I feel a hell of grief; where is my crown ? 
Gone, gone ; knd do I remain ? 

lAghtbom. You're overwatch'd, my lord ; lie down 
and vest. 

Edward, But that grief keeps roe waking, I ahould 
sleep; 
For not these ten days have these eye-lids closed. 
Now as I speak they fail, and yet with fear 
Open again. O wherefore sit'st thou here ? 

Lightborn. U you mistrust me, Til be gone, my 
lord. 

Edward. No, no ; for, if thou meanest to murder me, 
Thou wilt return again, and therefore stay. - 

Lightborri. He sleeps. 

Edwards O let me not die; yet stay, O ^tay a 
while. 

Lightborn, How now, my lord ? 
' Edward. Somethrog still buzzeth in mine ea;rs, . 
And tells me, if I sleep, I never wake ; 
This fear is^ that which makes me tremble thus. 
And therefore tell me, wherefere art thou come ? 

Lightborn. To rid thee of thy life ; Matrevis, corned 

Edward* I am too weak and feeble to resist : ^ 
Assist me, sweet God, and receive my souL 

Lightborn, Run for the table. 

Edward. O spare me, or dispatch me in a trice. 

Lightborn. So, lay the table down, and stamp on k. 
But not too hard, lest that you bruise his body. 

Matrevis. I fear me that this cry will raise the town. 
And therefore let us take. horse and away. 

Lightborn. Tell me, sirs, was it not bravely done I 

Gurney. Excellent well, take this for thy reward. 

[Gumep stabs LiglUlnnnj 
Come, let us cast the body in the*mote 
And bear the king's to Mortimer our lord: away.. ,. 

[Exeunt omnts. 
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Enter Mortimer juiitor, and Matrevis. 
Martmer'junior, Is't done, Matrevis, and the mur- 
derer dead ? • 
Matrevii. Ay^ my good lord ; I would it were un- 
done. 
Mortimer junior. Matrevis, if thou now growest peni- 
tent 
rU be thy ghostly father ; therefore chuse, 
Whether thou wilt be secret in this, 
Or else die by the hand of Mortimer. 

Matrevis, Gumey, my lord, is fled, and will,* I fear. 
Betray us both, therefore let me fly. 
Mortimer junior. Fly to the savages. 
Matrevis. I humbly thank your honour*. 
Mortimer junior. As for myself, I stand as Jove's 
hage tree ; 
And others are but shrubs compared to me. 
All tremble at my name, and I fear none ; 
Let's see who dare impeach me for his death. 

Enter the Queen. 
Queen. Ah, Mortimer, the king my son hath Aews, 
His father's dead, and we have murdered him. 
Mortimer junior. What if he have ? the king is yet a 

child. 
Queen, Ay, ay, but he tears his hair, and wrings his 
i hands, 
And vows to be reveng'd upon us both. 
Into the council-chamber he is gone, 
To crave the aid and succour of his peers. 
Ah me ! see where he comes, and they with him ; 
Now, Mortimer, begins our tragedy, 
i V Enter the Kino, with the Lords. 

Lords. Fear not, my lord, know that you are a king. 
King. Villain! 

Mortimer junior. How now, my lord ? 
Kkfg* Think not that I am frighted with thy words ! 
My father's murder d through thy treachery, 
And thou shalt die, and on his mournful hearse 

* This speech obviously belongs to Matrevis ; it has been given 
Hdieho by mistake to Mortimer. C* 
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Thy hateful nod accimed head Bh^l lie, 
To witoefia to the world, that by thv.meaos 
His kingly body was so soon ii^terr d. 

Qtf««fi. Weep not, sweet s^b ! • 

King, Forbid not me to weep, he was n^y father; 
And, had you lov*d him half so well 9» I, 
You could not bear his death thus patiently. 
But you, I fear, conspir'd with Mortimer^ 

Lords. Why speak you not unto my lord the king? 

Mortimer junior,' Because I think scorn to be ac- 
cus*d. 
Who is the man dares s^y I murder'd him ? 

King. Traitor ! in me n^y loviug farther speaks. 
And plainly saith, 'twas thou that murd'r^st him. 

Mt>r timer junior. But hath your grace no other proof 
than this ? 

King. Yes, if tl>is be the hand pf Mortimer*. 

Mortimer junior. False Gurney bath betray'd ipe 
and himself. 

Queen. I fear'd a^^ much ; murder cannot be hid. 

Mortimer junior. Tis my hand ; what gadier you by 
this ? 

King, That thither thou did'st $ei)d a murderer. 

Mortimer junior. What murderer? Briqg forth the 
i man I sent. 

King. Ay, Mortimer, thou know'st that he is slain ; 
And so shalt thou be too. Why stay^ he here ? 
Bring him unto a hurdle, drag him forth. 
Hang him I say, and set his quarters up. 
But bring his head back presently to me. 

Queen. For my sake, sweet son, pity Mortimer. 

Mortimer junior. Madam, intreat not, I will rather 
die, 
Than sue for life unto a paltry boy. 

King, Hence with the traitor ! with the murderer I 

Mortimer junior. Base fortune, now I. see, that in 
thy, wheel 
There is a point, to which when men asfMre, 
They tumble headlong down : that point I touched, 

* Probably ahewing {i pap^r* 
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And seeing th^re was no place to mount up higher. 
Why should I grieve at my declining fall ? 
Farewell, fair Queen, weep not for Mortimer, 
That scorns the world, and, as a traveller, 
Goes to discover countries yet unknown*. 

King. What! suffer you the traitor to delay? ' ' '" 

Queen, As thou received'st thy life from me, 
Spill not the blood of gentle Mortimer. 

King. This argues, that you spilt my father's blood, 
Else would you not intreat for Mortimer. 

Queen. I spill his blood ! no. 

Kitig. Ay, madam, you ; for so the rumour runs. 

Queen. That rumour is untrue ; for loving thee, 
Is this report raised on poor Isabel ? 

King, I do not think her so unnatural. 

Lords. My lord, I fear me it will prove too true. 

King. Mother, you are suspected for his death, 
And therefore we commit you to the tower. 
Till farther trial may be made thereof: 
If you be guilty, tho' I be your son. 
Think not to find me slack or pitiful. 

Queen. Nay, to my death, for too long have I liv'd. 
When as my son thinks to abridge my days. 

King. Away with her! her words inforce these tears. 
And I shall pity her if she speak again. 

Queen. Shall I not mourn for my beloved lord ? 
And with the rest accompany him to his grave ? 

Lords. Thus, madam, 'tis the king's will you shall 
hence. 

Queen. He hath forgotten me ; stay, I am his mo- 
ther. 

Lords. That boots not; therefore, gentle madam, 

go- 
Queen. Then, come sweet death, and rid me of this 

grief. 

Lords*. My lord, here is the head of Mortimer. 

* Exit Moztibner here, attended by tome lords, 
t These kte some dther peers, who ha^g gone out with Mor- 
timer, retuzn after hie sudden excQution. C. 
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King. Go fetch my father's hearse, where it shaH 
lie; 
And bring my funeral robes. Accursed head. 
Could I have rul'd thee then^ as- 1 do now. 
Thou had'st not hatch'd this monstrous treaefaery. 
Htve comes the hearse ; help me to mourn, my fords. 
Sweet father, here unto thy murdered ghost, 
I offer up this wicjied traitor's head ; 
And let these tears, distilling from mine ey es 
Be witness of my gpnef and innocence. 
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